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TO HER 
Rorar HIGHNESS 
THE 


Princeſs of WALES. 


May it pleaſe Your ROYAL HiGHNESs, 

IHEIR Greatneſs of 
Sentiment, Delicacy of 
Thought, and Purity of 


Ee have always rendered 
theſe 


DEDICATION. 


theſe Epiſtles acceptable to the 
moſt > Readers, and to the 

nobleſt and moſt generous Minds : 
| Theſe illuſtrious Exgliſß Lovers, 


therefore, beg leave to be intro- | 


duced into Your Royal Preſence. 


the Author are, what I hope will 
in ſome Meaſure plead my Excuſe 
in preſuming to approach Your 
Royal Highneſs with ſo ſmall a 
Trifle; a Trifle that can in 


Juſtice pretend to no more than. 


bare Amuſement ; or, at moſt, to 


bring Your Royal Higneſs ac- 
= 6 


The Beauties and Excellencies of 


DEDICATION. 
quainted with ſome of the great 


Characters in Engliſh Hiſtory. 


J am, 

With the profoundeft Reſpef?, 
| Mayit pleaſe Your Roy al HiGHNnsss, | 
Yar Royal Hicunzssz 

Moſt dutiful, 
Moft obedient, and 
Moe humble Servant. 
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THE 


Author's Preface. 
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EEIVNG theſe Epiftles are 
„ to the World made pub- 
OT ck, i: is imagined that 7 

RES ot to be accountable of my 
private Meaning, chiefly for my own 


Diſcharge, left being miſtaken, I fall in 
hazard of a juff and univerſal Repre- 


ben on: For, 


PREFACE. 


rx unge feria ducent 
In mala deriſum ſemel exceptumq; ſiniſtre. 


Two Points are, eſpecially, therefore to 
be explained: Fi, Why I entitle this 
England*s Heroical Epiſtles ; Secondly, 
Why I have annexed Notcs to every Epi- 
file. For the Fi, The Title (I hope) 

Carrieth Reaſon in itſelf; for that the 
| moſt and great Perſons herein, were 
Engliſh ; or elſe, that their Loves were 
obtained in England. And tho' (Heroi- 
cal) be properly underffoed of Demi-gods, 
as of Hercules and Xneas, whoſe Parents 
were ſaid to be, the one Cealeftial, the 
other Mortal; yet is it alſo transferred 
to them, who, for their Greatneſs of Mind, 
come near to Gods: For to be born of a 
Celeftial Incubus, is nothing elſe, but t 


have 


* 
| 


| PREFACE. 

have a great and mighty Spirit, far 
above the Earthly Weakneſs of Men; in 
which Senſe Ovid (whoſe Imitator T partly 
profeſs to be) doth alſo uſe Heroical. 
For the Second, becauſe the Work might 
in truth be judged Brainiſh, if nothing 
but amorous Humour were handled therein, 
J have interwoven Matters Hiſtorical, 
- which, unexplained, might defraud the 
Mind of much Content As for Example; 
in Qucen Margarite's Epiffle to William 
De-La-Pool, 


My Da Flower,which once perfum'd the Air. 


Margarite, is French, fignifies a Dazy ; 
which, for the Allufon to ber Name, this 


1 Deen gave for ber Device: And this, 


with ſome others, have ſeemed to me not 
unworthy the explaining. 
| Now, 


PREFACE. 

Now, tho, no doubt, I had need to 
excuſe other Things befide, yet theſe moſt 
eſpecially ; the reft I over-paſs, to eſchew 
tedious Recital. If they be as harmeleſly 
taten, as I mean them, I ſhall not be 
afraid to believe and acknowledge thee a 


To Mr. Micnart DraAyY TON. 


Tow can he Write that broken hath his Pen, 


F Hath rent his Paper, thrown his Ink away, 
Deteſts the World, and Compan 


y of Men, 
Becauſe they grow more hateful Day by Day ? 
Yet with theſe broken Relicks, mated Mind, 
And what a juſtly grieved Thought can fay : 
I give the World to know, I ne'er could find, 
A Work more like to live a longer Day. 
Go Verſe, an Object for the proudeft Eye; 
Diſdain thoſe which diſdain to read thee over, 


Tell them they know not how they ſhould deſery, 
The ſecret Paſſions of a witty Lover: 


For are ſuch, as none but. thoſe ſhall know, 
Whom B Schools to hold the blind Boy's Bow. 


Once 1 had vow'd, O, who Gan all Vows keep ? 
Henceforth to ſmother my unlucky Muſe ; 
Yet for thy Sake the ſtarted out of ſleep, 
Yet now ſhe dies : Then'do as Kinsfolks uſe ; 
Cloſe up the Eyes of my now-dying Stile, 
As I have opened thy ſweet Babes ere-while. 


E. St. Gent. 
Durts derus omen. 


To 


To Mr. Meuarl DRAx ron. 


| Jt» G have I wiſh'd, and hope my weaker Muſe, 
In nothing ſtrong but my unhappy Love, 

Would give me leave my Fortune to approve ; 

And view the World, as famed Poets als : 

But ſtill her fruitleſs Boſom doth refuſe; 

To bleſs me with Indifference of Praiſe, 

Not daring, like to many, to abuſe 

That Title which true Worth ſhould only raiſe ; 

Thus Banker-eut, and deſpairing of mine own, 

I ſet my Wiſh, and Hope, kind Friend, on thee, 

Whoſe Fruit _ and better Fortune known, 


Tells me thy Muſe, my Love's ſole Heir muſt be, 


So barren Wombs embrace their Neighboru's Young, 
So dumb Men ſpeak by them that have a Tongue. 
| Tomas Haſſel, Gent, 


To Mr. Mena Drar TON. 
O WI ive Path s divine, 

ADL Ty JR 
That Spirits once ſpoil'd, reveſted were F 
'Tho' chang'd in Shape, remaining one in 
Theſe Love-fick Princes paſſionate Eſtates, 
Who feeling Reads, he cannot but allow, 
That Ovid's Soul revives in Draytos now; 
Still learned in Love, ſtill rich in rare Conceits : 
This pregnant Spirit affecting further skill, 
Oft altering Form, from vulgar Wits retired, 
In divers Ideoms mightily admired, 


Did proſecute that facred Study ſtill: 


While to a full Perfection now attained, 
He fings ſo ſweetly, that himſelf is ſtained. 
NMilliaa Alexander, Scotus. 
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Englang*s Hereoical Ef iſtles. 


TO THE 


Ekxczrizur Ladr, 
S F © © 


Counteſs of BRD TOR D. 


M A D AM. 


FTER all the admired Wits of this 

excellent Age, which have laboured in the 

fad Complaints of fair and unfortunate Roſa- 
mond, and by the Excellency of Invention, have 
3 ſounded the Depib of her ſundry Paſſions, 1 
Preſent to your Ladyſbip this Epiſtle of Is 


— — 


little Papers, and many 


England's Heroical Epiftles. 


King Henry, whom I 
than Beloved. Here — 


Variableneſ in Reſolutions ; Woes conflntly 
grounded ; Laments abruptly broken off ; much 


7 ears, 
in 


Confidence, no Certamty ; Words begetti 
Tears confounding Matter ; large Com 
d Cares, in one 


uniformed Epiſtle. I firive not 10 affef? Singu- 


larity, yet would fain fly Imitation, and profirate 


mine 0wn Wants to other Men's Perfefiions. 
Tour j Eye muſt model forth what my 
Pen hath laid — much <wwould ſhe ſay to a 
King, much would T jay to a Counteſs ; but that 


E of =p Mo at ce the 
| Modeſty of bers, which I wiſh may recommend 
my ever-vowed Service 10 * 


Mica Az DaayY TON. 


EPIST L E 
ROSAMOND 
King HENRY IL 


* 


The ARGUMENT. 
Hangs II. of that Name, King of England, the Son of | 
" Earl of Anjou, and Maud the 
—— 15 long Suit and Princely Gifts, won, to 
bis —_— Dore, fair Roſamond, the Dauphter of 
the Lord Walter Clifford, and to avoid the Danger 
Eleanor bis jealous Queen, cauſed a Labyrinth to be 
made vit bin * Palace 5 Woodſtock, in the Center 


I 


This ſcribled Paper 


5 to clear Ea: 75 | 


| F yet thin Eyes, great Henry, may 
endure 

"Theſe tainted Lines, drawn with a 
Hand impure, 

Which fain would bluſh, but Fear 


Love's Name, O thr cheſs Lip might cave 5 


This, in 
vile '.; an 
Punt wp Fane, or pic ine ſtare, 


if not for Love, for Bae; 
If with my Shame thine A as fain would ſeed, 
Here ter chem forfeit, on my Shame to read; 10 
per, Sich ſend to thee, 
doth reſemble me; 

whereon theſe Letrers ſtand, 
wy Ber by thy Hand; | 
ted with this foul Offence, 15 


Now like | Marks which taint this hareful Scroul, 
Such the black Sins which pot my leprous Soul. 


If noted 1 
2 this ere Rnd, 


0 


England's Heroical Epiſtles. 
o Heery, wh y Loſs thus ſhouldſt thou win? 

| * ? To enrich with Sin? 
Why on my Name this Slander doſt thou bring, 


Fame never ſtoops to Things but mean and poor, 


3 


The more our;Greatneſs, makes our Fault the more: 


Lights on the Ground, themſelves do leflen far, 
But in the Air, each ſmall Spark ſeems a Star. 
Why on a Woman's Frailty ſhouldſt thou lay 
This ſubtile Plot, mine Honour to betray ? 

Or thy unlawful Pleaſure ſhouldſt thou buy, 


With vile of Kingly Majeſty? 
Er 
had tranſported by my Will : 


For what my Body was enforc'd to do, 
Heaven knows Soul did not conſent unto ; 
For thro? mine Dyer had ſhe her liking ſeen, 
Such as my Love, ſuch had my Lover been. 
True Love is ſimple, like his Mother Truth, 
Kindly Affection, Youth to love with Youth ; 
No ſharper Corfive to our blooming Years, 
Then the cold Badge of Winter-blaſted Hairs. 


Thy Kingly Power makes to withſtand thy Foes, 


25 
30 


35 


But canſt not keep back Age, with Time it grows: 


Though Honour our ambitious Sex doth pleaſe, 

Yet in that Honour, Age a foul Diſeaſe ; | 

Nature hath a free Courſe in all, and then, 

Age is alike in RG, and other Men; 

W hich all the World will to my Shame impute, 

That 1 myſelf did baſely proſtitute; 

And fay, that Gold was Fuel to the Fire, 

Grey - Iu in Youth not - Mk green Deſire. 
2 


45 


80 


Ono, 
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O no, that wicked Woman wrought by thee, 
7 was to on yo Tree, , 

t fu t fed Devi 
Which bad 2 the Froit of © Good and Evil; 
That Circe, by whoſe I was charm'd, 


That viperous Hag, the Foe to her own Kind; 
That wicked Spirit to the weaker Mind; 

Our Frailties Plague, our Natures only Curſe, 
Hell's deep'ſt Damnation, the worſt Evils worſe. 
But Hezry, how canſt thou affect me thus, 

To whom Mem'ry now is odious ? 


ver periſh. 


Tine doch make it leſs? 


Whither, methinks, all caft their Eyes at 
As th 


As unto Death their Eyes would me purſue. 


And to this monſtrous Shape am thus transform'd ; 


55 


60 


rough the Stones my Shame did make te them ſee: 80 
And with ſuch Hate the harmleſs Walls do view, 


The 


* 
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The married Women curſe my hateful Life, 

Wrong a fair Queen, and a moſt virtuous Wife: 
The Maidens with I buried quick may die, 85 
And from each Place near my Abode do fly. | 
Well knewſt thou what a Monſter I would be, 
When thou didft build this Labyrinth for me; 


Whoſe 


— 


Ver. 89. [Well knewſt thou what 4 Monſter I would be 
ben thou didſt build this Labyrinth for we; 


In the Cretan inth a Monſter was incloſed, 
called a Mrnotaur, the 1 par is well known; 
but the Labyrinth was by Dædalus, with ſo many 
intricate Ways, that being entered, one could either 
hardly or never return, being in the manner of a 
fave that it was , the Ways being wall'd in on 
every Side, out the which Theſeus by Ari adus 
Help, lending him a Clue of Thread, Some 
report that it was a Houſe, having one Half beneath 
3382 another — the * Doors — de- 
ceitfully enwrapped, and made to open ſo many Ways, 
that it * held a Matter almoſt impoſſble to 8 

Some have held it to have been an Allegory of Man's 
Life ; true it is, that the Compariſon will hold, for 

what liker to a Labyrinth than he diane of Life ? But 
it is affirmed by Antiquity, that there was indeed ſuch a 
Building, though Dedalu: _— a Name applied to 
the Workman's Excell es it ſuſpected: For 


Dedalu: is nothing elle but | Ingenious, or Arial 
lereupon it is uſed among the ancient P for 


thing curiouſly wrought 


, , ——— SS ABS. — r Os ES 
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Whofe ſtrange Mecanders turning ev V ay, 

Are like the Courſe wherein my Youth did ſtray; 90 
Only a Clue to guide me out and in, | 
But yet till walk I circular in Sin. 

As in the Terras here this other Day, 

My Maid and I did paſs the Time away: 


1 in many Pictures which we paſſed b 95 
The filly Girl at length hapt. to 4 ” 


Raſamond's Labyrinth, whoſe Ruins, together with her 
Well paved with Stones in the Bottom, and 
alſo her Tower from which the Labyrinth did are 
et remaining. It was altogether under Ground, 

{aut arch'd and wall'd with Brick and 

inextricably wound one within another, by which, if 
any time was laid about by the 
by ſecret Ifſues take the Air abroad, y Fur 
round about Weodfect in Mare, wherein ic was 


Ver. 89. [Whoſe grange Meander's turned every way,] 


Meander is a River in Lycia, a Province of Natalia, 
or Afia Minor, famous for the Situ and often turn- 
ing thereof, riſing from certain Hills in Meozes ; here- 
upon are intricate Turnings by a tranſumtive and metoni- 
mical kind of Speech, called Meander s, for this River. 


did fo ly path icſelf, chat che Foot ſeemed 
0 


ſhould ban, 


It. 
—— 


In lovely ſanguine 
Whilſt it but for a 
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Roſe of tbe World, fo doth im my Na 
— of the World, my e — che lame. 1 130 
To the Unchaſte the Name ſhall given de 
„ = ſamond, deriv'd from Sin and me. 
li Ferdi take ſrom me that Name of theirs, 
. 3 man A Years. Jy, , 5 
r irth wi teful Baſtardy, 135 
That 1 ſprang not from their Nobility ; 

They my Alliance utterly refuſe, 
Nor will a Strumpet ſhall their Name abuſe. 
Here in the Garden wrought by curious Hands, | 
Naked Diana in the Fountain ſtands, 149 
With all her Nymphs got round mr ws hide her, 
As when A®eon had by chance eſpy'd her; 
This ſacred Image I no ſooner view'd, 
But as that jy Man purſuꝰd 
By his own Hounds ; ſo by my ts am I, 145 

hich chaſe me ſtill, which Way fo ere I fly. 


Touching the Graſs, the Honey Dew, 

Which falls in Tent before my limber 

Ver. 129. 5 1 Roſe of the World, o doth i Name, 
S — theIVorld 647 bath made the ſame '] 


It mi icht be reported, how at God where this 
Roſe of I the World was ſumptuouſ] 1 a certain 
Biſhop in the Viſitation of bis Dioceſs, cauſed the 
Monument which had been erefted to her Honour, 
utterly to be demoliſhed ; but be that ſevere Chaſtiſement 
of Roſamond, then dead, at this Time alſo over- paſſed, 
leſt He ſhould ſeem to de the Shame of the World. 


| England's Heroical Epiſtles. 9 


Upon my Foot conſumes in weeping ſtill, 

As it — ſay, why went'ſt thou unto Ill ? 150 
Thus to no Place in 4 can I go, 
But every Thing does give me Cauſe of Woe. 
In that fair Casket of ſuch wond'rous Coſt, 
Thou ſent'ſt the Night before mine Honour loſt ; 
Amione was wrought, a harmleſs Maid, 155 
Ry Neptune that adult'rous God betray'd ; 
She proſtrate at his Feet begging with Prayers, 
Wringing her Hands, her Eyes {woln up with Tears, 
This was not the intrapping Bait of Men, | 
But by thy Virtue gentle warning then; 160 
To ſhew to me ſor what Intent it came, 
Leſt I therein ſhould ever keep my Shame; 
And in this Casket, ill 1 ſee it now, | 
Was Fove's Love Jo, turn'd into a Cow. 
Vet was ſhe kept with Argus's hundred Eyes, 165 
So wakeful ftill be Funo's Jealouſies | 
By this 1 well might have forewarned been, 
T'have clear'd myſelf to thy He Queen, 
Who with more hundred Eyes attendeth me, 
Than had poor Argus ſingle E to ſee. 170 
In this thou rightly imitateſt Fove, | 
Into a Beaſt thou haſt transform'd thy Love. 


Nay, worſer ſar, rate from kind, 
A Monſter, both in Body and in Mind. | 
The waxen Taper which I burn by Night, 175 


With his dull vap'ry Dimneſs mocks my Sight, 

As though the Damp which hinders his clear Flame, 
Came from my Breath, in that Night of my Shame, 
When it did bon as Darkneſs ugly Eye, 


When ſhot the Star of my Virginity , 180 
ä And 
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And if a Star but by the Glaſs appear, 
I ſtreight intreat it not to look in here 
I am already hateful to the Light, 
It is enough, betray me not to Night. 
Then fince my Shame ſo much belongs to thee, 185 
Rid me of that by only murdering me ; 

And let it juſtly. to my Charge be laid, 

Thy royal P I would have betray'd ; 

Thou ſhalt not need by Circumſtance t'aceuſe me, 

If 1 deny it, let the Heavens refuſe me. = 
My Life's a Blemiſh which doth cloud thy Name, 

Take it away, and clear ſhall ſhine thy Fame. 

Yield to my Suit, if ever Pity mov'd thee, 

In this ſhew Mercy, as I ever lov'd thee. 194 


10 


3 


HENRY 


| 
l 


res, 
Smooth Calmt, rough Storms, ſharp Froſtt, and raging Fires. 
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EF 7 #7 
ROSAMOND. 


nk firſt the Poſt arrived at my Tent, 


And brought the Letters Roſamond had ſent ; 


Think from his Lips but what ſweer Comfort came, 
When in mine Ear he ſoftly breath'd thy Name; 


Streight I enjoin him of thy Health to tell, 
Leto to — my 3 did well; S 
With new Enquines then I cut him ſhort, 

When of the ſame he gladly would report, 

That with the earneſt Haſte my Tongue oft Trips, 


Catching the Words, half ſpoke, out of his Lips: 10 


This told, more I urge him to reveal, 


To loſe no Time whilſt I unrip'd the Seal. 


The more | read, ftill do I err the more, 
As though miſtaking ſomewhat ſaid before. 
Mifling the Point, the doubtful Senſe is broken, 15 
Speaking again, what I before had ſpoken ; 

Still in a Sound, my Heart revives and faints, 


_'Twixt Hope, Diſpair, twixt dmi les and deep Complaints, 


As theſe fad Accents ſort in my Defi 


Put 


* 
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Put on with Boldneſs, and put back with Fears, 21 
My Tongue with Curſes, when mine Eyes with Tears ; 
O, how my Heart at that black Line did tremble ! 
That blotted Paper ſhould thy ſelf reſemble ; 
O were there Papers but near half ſo white 25 
The Gods thereon their ſacred Laws would write 
With Pens of Angels Wings, and for their Ink, 
9 — 8 N ＋ their N — 4 

jeſtick Courage ſtrives to have ſuppreſs d, 
This fearful Paſton flir'd up in my Breaſt, 8 30 
But ſtill in vain the fame J go about, 
My Heart muſt break within, or Woe breaks out : 
Am I at Home purſu'd with private Hate. | 
And War — * ing to my ** Gate ? 
Is ing at my Thr 2 
Tresen atrending when 1 walk alone? * * 
And am I branded with the Curſe of Rome, 
And ſtand condemn'd by dreadful Counſels doom? 

And 


— 


Ver. 33. [Am 1 of Mins u with provat e Hate, 
| 1 45 War come: — my Palace Gate 7 
Robert Earl of Leicefter, who took Part with young 
King Henry, entered into England with an Army o 
3000 Fleming, and ſpoiled the Counties of Norfolk 
and Suffolk, being ſuccour'd by many of the King's 
Ver. 37. [Azd am I branded with the Curſe of Rome ?] 
King Henry IId, the firſt Plantagenet, accuſed for the 
Death of Thomas a Becker, Archbihop of Canterbury, 
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13 
And by the Pride of my rebellious Son, 
Rich Normandy with Armies a Lite ? 40 


Fatal my Birth, unfortunate m 
Unkind 1 my — moſt . ——— 


in pon 
Penance, fo he might eſcape the Curſe and Inter- 
22 nts, bo 


Had by the Pride of my rebellious Son, 
Normandy with Armies over-run 210 


Henry the young King, whom King Henry had cauſed 
to Em he young King, as he hoped, both for his 


own Good, and the Good of his Subjects, which indeed 
turned to his own Sorrow, and the Trouble of the 


Realm; for he rebelled againſt him, and raiſing a Power, 
b the means of Lewis King of France, ard Willaw 


of Scotland, who took Part with invaded 
Maresch, 
Ver. 42. tint my Children, , unkind my Wife ] 
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Grief, Cares, old Age, ſuſpition to torment me, 
Hocking - A to yon of _—_— . 

many Woes, ſo many Plagues to 1 
Sickneſs of Body, Diſcontent of ind ; | 1 | 
—— 
Baniſh'd, diftrels'd, forſaken and afflicted 
Of all Relief hath Fortune quite bereft 
Only my Love unto my 


Tears? 


1 = 
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Even as the hungry Winter ftarved Earth, 
When the b => A labours t'wards her Birth ; 100 
Still as the Day u the dark World creeps, 
One Bloſſom 22 another 
Till the ſmall Flower, whoſe Root is now unbound, 
— from 8 2 Priſon 4 the —_— 
preading ves unto the powerful Noon, 10 
Deck'd in freſh Colours, ſmiles upon the Sun. , 
Never unquiet Care lodg'd in that Breaſt, 
Where but one Thought of Roſamond did reſt ; 
Nor Thirſt, nor Ta, which on War attend, 
E're brought the long Day to defired End ; 110 
Nor yet did pale Fear, or lean Famine live, 
Where Hope of thee did any Comfort give ; 
Ah ! what Injuſtice then is this of thee, 
That thus the Guiltleſs doſt condemn for me ? 
When only ſhe, by om_—_ 115 
2 hy L and th 
. II they mol 
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And when all this is done, I know t'will grieve thee, 

And therefore, Sweet, why ſhould I now believe thee ? 

Wh pine, od a, nt lower, 
paſſing „gaze up to thy Tower; 

Bur tber pid die 2 be fo clear, 135 

They from the Turret like two Stars 


The kim whigh in the Brook, 156 
So | | 


155 


The little Birds b 
Shall learn to 


And when in Apri 
With Reſumen — pri 


160 
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And ſhe in whom all Rarities are found, 

Shall from henceforth be call'd a Roſamenrd. * 
The little Flowers which dropping honey'd Dew, 163 
Which, as thou writ'ſt, do weep upon thy Shoe, 
Not for thy Fault, ſweet Roſamond, do maan, 


79 
D 


. 
a g 8 
5 


£ 
1 
T 
5 
* 
5 


1 


— 
2 


147 
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Thoſe Stars look in by Night, look in to ſee, 185 

Wondering what Star here on the Earth ſhould be. 

As oft the Moon amidft the filent Nigb 

Hath come to joy us with her friendly Light, 

And by the Curtain help'd mine Eye to fee, 

W hat enviousNight Darkneſs hid from me; 190 

When I have wiſh'd that the might ever ſtay, | 
Joy * 

y? Words, Tears, and Sighs are ſpent, 

And want of Time doth further _-_ prevent : 

My Camp reſounds with fearful Shocks of War, 195 
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MATILDA. 
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| HEN theſe my men unto thy View, 
Tn. them 2 or fain'd, or ſtrange, 


Thou know'ſt — Wor, no Means, no Courſe exempted, 
Left now unſought, unprov'd, or unattempred ; 

All Rules, Regards, all ſecret Helps of Art, 8 
What Knowlege, Wit, Experience can impart ; 

And in the old World's Ceremonies doted, 

Good Days for Love, Times, Hours, and Minutes noted ; 
And where Art left, Love teacheth more to 
By Signs in Preſence to expreſs the Mind. 10 
Oft hath mine Eye told thine Eye, Beauty 


'd it, 
And beg'd for but one Look to have reliey* 


And ftill with thine Eye's Motion, mine Eye = ny 
Labouring for 2 


If 1 thy Check pale, pale v 
bluſh? N was mine, 1 
My red, thy _ my — anſwered thine; : 


— — 


? 
NE. 


his Love g her, and the Extremity of 
ſorced p . . 


Power 1 
riends, which 
he ag we — 
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If fightd, I ſigh'd, alike both Paſſion prove ; 
7 en al rief, my Sigh for Love : 
t 


20 
d if chat Tear did dull or ſenſeleſs prove, 
. eee 
in chy Face, one Favour from the reſt 
a6 
_ 90 
tells me, thoſe but ſhadows and ſuppoſes, 
xd bids me thither come and Roſes ; 
ing on that, thy Brow doth call to me 
35 
iK: 
4⁰ 


Ball 

but Snow, nor Ivory pleaſe, 4 
Teeth more white are all eie . : 

in black, in Pureneſs, and in white, 

11 Sweets, all Rareneſs, all Delight; _ 
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Thus, thou vile Thief, thy ſtoll'n Heart hence doſt carry, 
And now thou ſlyeſt into a Sanctuary; | 80 


willi uld faſt, 

Lips — leaſt his Lips at laſt ? 
2 
might ir | 

On worl ande be mb pon foe | 

That had thy Curles his Beads, thy Brows his Book ? 
Wert thou the Croſs, to thee who would not creep? 
And wiſh the Croſs till in his Arms to keep. 8 
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Sweet Girl, I'll take this holy Habit on me, 

Of mere Devotion that is come upon me; 

Holy Matilda, thou dear Saint of mine, 

Ill be thy Servant, and my Bed thy Shrine. Ty 
When 1 do offer, dos Breaſt the Altar, 85 
And when I pray, thy Mouth wall be my Palter. | 
The Beads that wwe will 1 1 
Which we will number, Pleaſure miffes ; 
And when an vie comes to ſay — | | 
We will ES ane ll chem den b 
Now all ortune give me, 

As1 Fo pat tabſolve Eire we happy Thrike, 
Bur fee bow much 1 do myfel vile, , 

And do miſtake th all ; = . 
. I. Ge Tow want wy DA 95 
1. 93533 
And that we two ſhould comfort one another, 

A holy Siſter, and a holy Brother; 

Thou as a Votreſs unto me alone, 8 5 
She is moſt chaſte that's but enj d of one: _ 
Yea, now thy true Devotion do I find, 
And ſure in is I much commend thy Mind ; 

Elſe here thou doſt but ill Example gi 

And in a Nun' — — | 
let poſſible the Houſe that thou art in | 105 
Should not be touch'd, tho' with a venial Sin; 

When ſuch « She-Prieft comes her Maſs to ay. 
Twenty to one they all pray ? 

Well nay we with they wor'd their 2— 
When we be Witneſs that their Eyes offend ; 110 
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Doft thou not think our Anceſtors were wiſe, 

That theſe religious Cells did firſt deviſe? 

As Hoſpitals were for the Sore and Sick, 115 
Theſe tor the Crooked, Halt, and Flegmatick ; 

Leſt that : thaie Seed, mark'd with Deformity, 

Should be a Blemiſh to Poſterity. 

Would Heav'n her Beauty ſhould be hid from Sight, 
Ne'er would ſhe thus herſelf adorn with Light, 120 
Nor would the paint with ſpark'ling Lamps her Throne, 


But the delighteth to be gaz'd upon : 
25 glorious Su Sun goes down, 


had fn in her Masking ſuit the — Ps 125 
Comes forth to Bride it in her R 
And gives this Giit to all Things in Creation, 
That they in this ſhould imitate her Faſhion. 
All Things that fair, or glorious have been, 
Offer themſelves on purpoſe to be ſeen. 130 
In Sinks and Vaults, the ugly Toads do dwell, | 
And Devils, fince moſt ugly, i in Hell : 
Our Mother Earth, ne'er glorious in her Fruit, 
Till by the Sun clad in her Tinſel Suit. 
Nor doth ſhe ever ſmile him in the Face, 135 
'Till in his glorious Arms he her embrace; 
Which proves ſhe hath a Soul, Senſe, and Delight 
Of Generations feeling A ppetite. 
Well Hy pocrite, in Faith, u ould'ſt thou conſeſs, 
W hat e'er thy Tongue ſays, thy Heart faith no leſs. 140 
Note but this one 1 hing, if nought elle perſuade, 
Nature hath all '| hings Male and Female made ; ; 
Shewing herſelf in our Proportion plain, 
For never made ſhe any thing in vain; 

C 


For 
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For as thou art, ſhould any have been thus, 145 
She would have left Example unto us. 
The Turtle that's fo true and chaſte in Love, 
Shews by her Mate ſomething the Spirit doth move ; 
Th' Arabian Bird that never is but one, 
Is only chaſte, becauſe ſhe is alone: 150 
But had our Mother Nature made them two, 

would have done as Doves and Sparrows do; 
But therefore made a Martyr in Defire, 
And doth her Penance laſtly in the Fire; 
So may they all be roaſted quick that be 155 
Apoſtates unto Nature, as is ſhe. 
Find me but one ſo young, ſo fair, ſo free, 
Woed, ſued, and —_ y him that now ſeeks thee ; 
But of thy Mind, and here I undertake, 
'There be built a Nunnery for her ſake ; 160 
O hadſt thou taſted of theſe rare gn, 
Ordained each where to pleaſe great Princes Sights, 
'To have their Beauty and their Wits admir'd, 
Which is by Nature of your Sex deſir'd, . 
Attended by our Trains, our Pomp, our Port, 165 
Like Gods ador'd Abroad, kneeld to in Court; 
To be ſaluted with the chearful Cry, 
Of Highneſs, Grace, and ſovereign Majeſty; 
But unto them that know not Pleaſure's Price, 
All's one, a Priſon, and a Paradiſe. 170 
If in a Dun clos'd up from the Light. 
There is no Difference *rwixt the Day and Night, 
Whoſe Palate never taſted dainty Cates, 
Thinks homely Diſhes princely Delicates. 
Alas! poor Girl, I pity thine Eſtate, E 
That now thus long haſt liv'd diſconſolate; * 

ay 


* 
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Why, now at length let yet thy Heart relent, 
And tal thy Father back wake 1 :; | 
And with thoſe princely Honours here inveſt him, 
That aukward Love, not Hate, hath 1 ory him, 189 
Call from Exile, thy dear Allies and Friends, | 
To whom the Fury of my Grief extends; 

And if thou take my Counſel in this Caſe, 

I make no Doubt thou ſhalt have better Grace, 

And leave the Dunmow, that accurſed Cell, 185 
There let black Night and melancholly dwell ; 
Come to the Court, where all Joys ſhall receive thee, 
And *till that Hour, yet with my Grief I leave thee. 188 


*MATILD A 


Ia 
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T 0 

Ki H N 
King 7 O H N 
O ſooner I receiv'd thy Letters here, 
Before I knew from whom, and whence they were. 


] ſudden Fear my bloodleſs Veins doth fill, 
As tho' divining of ſome future Ill - 


And 


„ 


K —— 4 . " ” 4 " 


»» 


* This Epiſtle containeth no particular Points of 
Hiſtory more than the Generality of the Argument 
open; ſor, after the Baniſhment of the Lord Robert 
Fitzwalter, and that Mari lda was become a Recluſe at 
Danmow, from whence this Reply is imagined to be 
written, the King earneſtly perſiſting in his Suit, 
Matilda, with this chaſte and conſtant Denial, hopes 

yet, at length, to find ſome comſortable Remedy, and 
to rid herſelf of Doubts, by taking upon her this mo- 
naſtick Habit; and; to ſhew that ſhe ſtill beareth in 
Mind his former Cruelty, bred by the Impatience 4 
is 


Saſety 
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And, in a ſhivering Extaſy I ſtood, 5 
A chilly Coldneſs ran thro” all my Blood; 
Opening thy Letters, 1 ſhut up my Reſt, 


And let ftrange Cares into my quiet Bre 


As tho? thy hard, unpitying Hand had ſent me, 


Some new deviſed Torture to torment me; 


10 
C3 Wel 


— 
— 


* 


his Luſt, ſhe remembreth him of her Father's Bani ſh . 


ment, and lawleſs Exile of her Allies and Friends. 


Doft thou of Fat ber and of Friends deprive me? 
Then complaining of her Diſtreſs, that flying thi- 
ther, thinking there to find Relief, the ſees herfelf 
moſt aflailed, where ſhe hoped to have found mot 


Alas, fled I bitber from my Fee, 
That, &c 3 


Aſter again, ſtanding upon the preciſe Points of Con- 


| Kience, not to caſt off this Habit the had taken. 


My Vow is taken, IT a Nan profeſs. . 
And, at laſt, laying open more particularly the Miſe- 
ries ſuſtained by her Father in Exgland, the burning 
of his Caftles and Houſes, which the proveth to be for 
her fake : As 1 her Honour, more than 
his native Country and his own Fortunes. 
And to withſtand a Tyrant's leud Defire, 
Bebeld bis Towers and Caftles ſet on Fire. 
Kniting up her Epiſtle with a great and conſtant 
Ketone p Refuge bere 
Dunmow give no Re at ell, 
Dunmow can give my Body Buri al. 
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Well did I hope, I had been now forgot, 

Caſt out with thoſe Things thou remembereſt not ; 

And that proud Beauty which enforc'd me hither, 

Had with my Name now periſhed together : 
But O, I ſee, our hoped Good deceives us, 15 
And what we would forego, but ſeldom leaves us? 
Thy blameful Lines beſpotted ſo with Sin, 

Mine Eyes would cleanſe, eber they to read begin; 
But I to waſh an Indi as go about, TO 


cor Ill ſo hard ſet on, is hard got out. 20 


I once determin'd ftill to have mute, 

Only by Silence to repel thy Suit; 

But this again did alter mine Intent, 

For ſome on, that Silence doth _— 
Defire, with ſmall encouraging grows 1 25 
And Hope, of every little Thing takes hold. a 
I ſet me down at large to write my Mind, 

But now, nor Pen, nor Paper can I find; 

For Dread. and Paſſion are ſo powerful o'er me, 

That 1 diſcern not Things that ſtand before me: 30 
Finding the Pen, the Paper, and the Wax, 

Tbis at Command, and now Invention lacks ; 

This Sentence ſerves, and that my Hand out ftrikes, 
That pleaſeth well, and this as much miſlikes ; 

] write, indite, I point, I raze, I quote, | 

I interline, I blot, correct, and note; 35 
I hope, diſpair, take Courage, faint, diſdain, 

I make, alledge, I imitate, I ſain : | 

Now thus it muſt be, and now thus, and thus, 


Bold, thame-fac'd, fearleſs, doubtful, timorous; 40 


My ſaint Hand writing, what my full Eye reads, 
From every Word ſtrange Paſſion ſtill proceeds. 


O 


* 
* 
& 
4 
# 
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O! when the Soul is fettered once in Woe, 

Tis ſtrange what Humours it doth force us to; 

A Tear doth drown a Tear, Sigh Sigh dorh ſmorher, 45 
This hinders that, that interrupts the other: 

Th' o'er-watched Weakneſs of the ſick Conceit, 

Is that which makes ſmall Beauty ſeem ſo great, 


Like Things which hid in troubled Waters lie, 


Which crook'd, ſeem ſtrait, if ſtrait, the contrary: 50 
And thus our vain Imagination ſhews it, 

As it conceives it, not as Judgment knows it ; 

As in a Mirrovr, if the ſame be true, 

Such as our Likeneſs, juſtly ſuch are you : | 
But as you change yourſelf, it changeth there, 55 
And ſhews you as you are, not as you were; | 
And with your Motion doth your Shadow move, 

If Frown or Smile, ſuch the Conceit of Love. 

Why, tell me, is it poſſible the Mind 

A Form in all Deformity ſhould find ? 60 
Within the Compaſs of Man's Face we ſee, | 
How many Sorts of ſeveral Favours be; 

And that the Chin, the Noſe, the Brow, the Eye, 

If great, if ſmall, flat, ſharp, or if awry, 
Alters Proportion, altereth the Grace 65 
ang Is pry Feng in the Face ; 

And in the World, ſcarce two ſo like there are, 

One with the other, which if you compare, 
But being ſet before you both —_ 

A judging Sight doth ſoon diſtinguiſh either; 70 
How Woman-like a Weakneſs is it then? | 
O what ſtrange Madneſs fo Men ? 
Bereft of Senſe, ſuch ſenſeleſs Wonders ſecing, 
Without Form, Faſhion, _ or Being 


For 
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For which ſo many die to live in Anguiſh, 75 
Vet cannot live, if thus they ſhould not languiſh; 
That Comfort yields not, and yet Hope denies not, 
A Life that lives not, and a Death that dies not; 
That hates us moſt, when moſt it ſpeaks us fair, 

Doth promiſe all Things, always pays with Air; 80 
| Yet ſometime doth our greateſt Grief appeaſe, 

To double Sorrow after little Eaſe. 

Like that which thy laſcivious Will doth crave, 

Which if once had, thou never more canſt have; 


Taken, is loft, and periſh'd if thou haſt it; 

Which if thou gain'ſt, thou ne'er the more haſt won, 

I loſing nothing, yet am quite undone ; | 

And yet of that, if that a King deprive me, 

No King reſtores, tho' he a Kingdom give me. 90 

Doſt thou of Father and of Friends ive me? 

Whar Nature clinn by Blood, Alles, or Nezench, = 
t Nature claims Allies, or 

Or Friendikipe challenge, by Regard or Dearneſs. 

Mak'ſt me an Orphan ere my Father * 

A woful Widow in Virginity. 

Is thy unbridled Luſt the Cauſe of all? | 

And does thy flattering Tongue bewail my Fall? 

'The dead Man's Grave with ſeigned Tears to fil, 

So the devouring Cracodile doth kill; 100 

Jo harbour Hate in thew of ſweeteſt Things, 


95 


Which if thou get, in getting thou doſt waſte it, 85 


PRI {or Eres” a - ""_ 


r 


* 
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By ſweet Inti ſuddain Death to bring, 

So from the Rocks th' alluring Mermards ſing; 

In greateſt Wants, t'inflict the greateſt Woe, | 
This is the utmoſt Tyranny can do. t 10 
But where, I ſee, the Tempeſt thus prevails, 

What uſe of Anchors, or what need of Sails? 

Above us bluſtering Winds and dreadful Thunder, 


be Waters gape for our Deſtruction under; 


Here on this Side the furious Billows fly, ng 
There Rocks, there Sands, and dang'rous Whirl-pools lie. 
Is this the Mean that Mightineſs approves ? 
And in this Sort do Princes woo their Loves? 
Mildneſs would better ſuit with Majeſty, 
Then raſh Revenge, and rough Severity; 120 


O in what Safety Temperance doth reſt, 


Obtaining Harbour in a Sovereign's Breaſt ; 
Which, if ſo praiſeful in the meaneſt Men, 
In powerful Kings how glorious is it then? 
Fled I firſt hither hoping to have Aid, 125 
Here thus to have mine Innocence betray'd ? 
Is Court and Country both her Enemy, 

And no Place found to ſhroud in 1 1 
Each Houſe for Luſt a Harbour, and an Inn, 


And every City a Receipt for Sin; 139 


And do all pity Beauty in Diſtreſs, 
If — » & — pityleſs? 
Thus is the made the Inſtrument to Ill, 
And unreliev'd may wander where ſhe will. 
Laſcivious Poets which abuſe the Truth, 
Which oft teach 4 inſecting Youth ; 
For the Unchaſte Trees and Stones to mourn, 
Or, as they pleaſe, — do turn : 
1 F 


135 


Cinzre's 
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Cnyras's Daughter, whoſe inceſtous Mind, 

Made her wrong Nature and diſhonour Kind ; 140 
Long fince by them is turn'd into a Mir, | 
Whoſe dropping Liquor ever weeps for her ; 

And in a Fountain, Biblis doth deplore 

Her Fault fo vile and monſtrous before: | 
Seylla, which once her Father did betray, 145 
Is now a Bird, if all be true they fay. | 
She that with Phebus did the foul 

Now metamorphoſed into Frankincenſe ; 

Others, to Flowers, to Odours, and to Gum, 

At leaſt Fove's Leman is a Star become; 1 50 
And more ; they fain a thouſand fond Excuſes, 

To hide their *Scapes, and cover their Abuſes ; 

The Virgin only they obſcure and hide, 

Whilſt | Unchaſte, by them are deify'd ; 
And if by them a Virgin be expreſs'd, 55 
She muſt be rank'd ignobly with the reſt ; 

I am not now, as when thou ſaw'ſt me laſt, 

Time hath thoſe Features utterly defac'd ; 

And all the Beauties fate upon my Brow, 

Thou would'| not think ſuch ever had been now; 160 
And glad I am, that Time with me is done, 


Vowing myſelf religiouſly a Nun; 

My velat Habie ms comenting 

Than all the Robes adorni 3 Wh 

Had Roſamond (a Recluſe of our Sort) 

Taken our Cloiſter, left the wanton Court ; 
ing that Beauty with a holy Veil, 

Which te alas! too looſe ſet to Sale ; 
not, an ugly Minotaur | | 

Have been lock'd up from jealous Eleanor ; 170 


* 
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But been as famous by thy Mother's Wrongs, 
: & by thy Father —＋ to all Tongues. 
dow Sin, Might can the moſt 
Kage but the Conſcience, all Things can defend. 
A ſtronger Hand reſtrains our wilful Powers, 175 
A Will muſt rule above this Will of ours; 
Not following what our vain Deſires do woo, 
For Virtue's Sake, but what we, only, do. 
| And hath my Father choſe to live exiled, 
| Before his E A ſhould ſee my Youth defiled? 180 
And to withſtand a Tyrant's leud Deſire, 
Beheld his Towns ſpent in revengeful Fire: 
Yet never touch'd with Grief, ſo only I, 
Exempt from Shame might honourably die. 
f And ſhall this Jewel, which ſo dearly coſt, 185 
1 Be after all, by my Diſhonour loſt ? 
| No, no, his reverend Words, his holy Tears, 
Yet in my Soul too deep — — bears, 
Me Farewel, at his laſt De 
ingraved in m . ; I: 
Nor halt Be by me his Vows would have, * 
_ his ney * Hairs with _— to his Grave ; 
to fall upon my Tomb, 
Ther for my Birth to _ 2 Womb. 


| dragged og no Refug 
ive my Body 

; If all 2 Tear Being Eye, 
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thence, begetteth ecious Things of thi 
| World, by by The 75 Virtue of bis Rays 
Nees the Mold. Worth is beſt 
Siernel by the worthy, dejefted Minds want 
. — Ag Fire which fhould give Vigor to 
T refer to your great T boughts, the un- 
pho Judges of true Affeckion, the unfeigned 
Zeal I bave ever born 10 your bondurable Service, 
and ſo reſt 


Humbly to Command, 


 Maicnart DraryToN. 


QUEEN 


5 8 me 
att] wow... l e 


| France, a 
' who delighted only in the Company of 
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Queen /SABEL 
MORTIMER. 


The ARGUMEN T. 


A 


Boy Fair, 
tierce Gaveſt 
diced by rhe colt Cg of rhe Stelen, The: 8. 
4 evit Cou t 5s Veen, 
thus let by ber Husband, even in hs Gly fb 
Youth, drew into ber ral Favour Roger Mortimer, 
Lord of Wigmore, 2 of @ mighty and invincible 
Spirit. This Lord Mortimer ring mm Arms * 
the King, with Thomas Earl of and the 
Barons, was taken ere be could gatber bis Power, 
and, by the King, committed to the Tower of London. 
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During bis Impriſonment, be ordained a Feaſt in Honour 

f bis Birtb-Day, te which be inuited Sir Stephen 

Segrave, Lieutenant of the Tower, and the reft of the 

Officers, where, by means of a Drank prepared by the 
Queen, be caſt them all into a beavy Sleep, and, with 
Ladders of Cords, being ready prepared for the pur- 
poſe, be m_ and flyeth into France, whitber h 
ſendeth thrs Egiftte, — of ber own Mi ur- 
tunes, and greatly rejoycing at bis ſafe Eſcape. 


H O' ſuch ſweet Comfort comes not now from her, 
As England's Queen hath ſent to Morti mer; 

Yet what that wants, which might my Power apptove, | 
If Lines can bring, this ſhall ſupply with Love; | 
Methinks Affliction ſhould not fright me ſo, Z 
Nor ſhould reſume theſe ſundry Shapes of Woe ; 
| But when I fain would find the Cauſe of this, | 
| S e Tdi —— 4 
| ew think of t ; 
Sad Sorrow then Mech eviry Senſe : | 19 
But finding thy Blood preſerv'd thereby, 
And in thy Life, my long-wiſh'd Liberty ; 
With that ſweet Thought myſelf I only pleaſe, 
Amid ſt my Grief, which ſometimes gives me Eaſe ; 
Thus do extreameft Ills « Joy un, 15 
And one Woe makes anot oe ſeem leſs. 
Bleſt be the Night, the mild-aſ Hour, 
Wherein thou mad'ſt Eſcape out of the Tower: 
The gentle Planet which that Hour did reign, 
——1 477 - 7 I 
And in irth o | 
Which was chief Lord of the Aſcendant then. 
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O how I fear'd. that fleepy Juice I ſent, 

Might yet want Power to 2 — thine Intent 

Or that ſome unſeen Myſtery might lurk, 25 
Which wanting Order, kindly ſhould not work; 

Ofr did I wiſh thoſe dreadful poiſon'd Lees, 

That clos'd the ever-waking Dragon's Eyes ; 

Or 1 had had thoſe Senſe-bereaving Stalks, 
That grow in ſhady Proſerpine's dark Walks ; 30 
Or thoſe black Weeds * Ha Banks below, 

Or Lunary, that doth on Latmus flow; 

Oft' did I fear this moiſt and foggy Clime, 

Or that the Earth, wax'd barren now with Time, 
Should not have Herbs to help me in this Caſe, 235 


Such as do thrive on —_ —_ Face ; 
That Morrow, when the blefſed Sun did riſe, 
And ſhut the Lids of all Heaven's lefſer Eyes ; 
Forth from my Palace, by a ſecret Stair, 
I ſteal to Thames, as tho' to take the Air; 45 


Ver. 23. [0 bow I foar'd that foes Dreck I four, 
* RIES —— 445 Intent. 
| Mortimer being in the Tower, and ordaining a Feaſt 
in Honour of his Birth-day, as he pretended, and in- 
viting thereunto Sir Stepben Seagrave, Conſtable of the 
Tower, with qo Gy — belongi 1 the 
fame, he gave them a ink, provi im 
Eſcape. | 
Ver. F teal to Thames, as tho' to tale the Air; 
it Uh the gentle Stream as it doth glide, 
Mortimer being got out of the Tower, ſwam 
River of Tbames into Kent, whereof the _ 4 
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And ask the — * un as it doth glide, 
If thou didſt paſs or periſh by the Tide? 
1 thou didſt periſh, I defire the Stream, 

o lay thee ſoftly on her Silver Team, 
And bring thee to me, to the quiet Shoar, 45 
That with her Tears thou might'| have ſome Tears more. 
When ſuddenly doth riſe a ro Gale, 
With that, methinks, the troubled Waves look pale, 
And ſiching with that little Guſt that blows, 
With this Remembrance ſeem to knit their — Wy 50 
Even as this ſudden Paſſion doth afright me, 
The chearful Sun breaks from a Cloud to light me; 


Then doth the Bottom evident appear, 


As it would ſhew me, that thou waſt not there; 

When as the Water flowing where I ſtand, 55 
Doth ſeem to tell me, thou art ſaſe on Land. 
Did Boleine once a Feſtival prepare 
For England, Almain, Sicily, ——— : 


doubteth of his Strength to eſcape, by reaſon of 
bong ker ban being almoſt die Spe of s 


Te. d Boleine once 4 Fſti ua 7 bd 
— 21 Al main, Sicily, and n 

Edward Carnarvan, T « he 
2% Blood, married abel, Daughter t 

N 0 Baleine, in the Preſence of the Kings of A- 


main, Navarre, and Sicily, with the chief Nobility of 
France and England : Which Marriage was there ſolem- 


nized with exceeding Pomp and Magnifcence. 
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When Agave enazpd hats Buiifngs: an bleſs, 
cone J „ Ss 0, ay bri 60 


liſh Edward ſhould "aa | Bod, 
For "hat vious, ſhameleſs Gani 
And in my Place, upon his Throne, 


To ſet the Girl-boy, wanton Gave/ton. 

Betwixt the Feature of my Face and his, 65 
My Glaſs aſſures me no ſuch Difference is; 

That a foul Witch's Baſtard ſhould thereby 


Be thought more worthy of his Lene h 
What doth avail us to be Princes Hei 


And of our princely Jewels and our Dowers, 
We ber enjoy the leaſt of what is ours; When 


"V 62. T And mn Place bis regal Throne 
* 5 that Gi B, wanton veſton. 
Noting the and luxurious Wantonneſs of 
— + the King's 
_ ſo Woman-like, to pleaſe the Eye of his laſcivious 
rince. 
Ver. 67. [That a foul Witch's Barftard ſhould thereby] 
2 2 y the Queen and the Nobility, in the 
Pierce Gavefton, that his Mother was con- 
wee £1 of Witchcraft, 2a burned for the ſame, and 
that Pierce had bewitched the King. 
Ver. And of our princely ewels and our Dower 
a hk e but enjoy the gt be what is ours.) . 
A Complaint of the Prodigality of King Edward, 


giving 


inion, his Behaviour and Attire 
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When Minion's Heads muſt wear our Monarch's Crowns, 
0 To raiſe up Dunghils with our famous Towns; 76 
When Beggar's Brats are wrap'd in rich Perfumes, 

1 Their Buzzard Wings impt with our E — s Plumes 
M And match'd with the 2 Iſſue of our 

|| BI e wg 1 Brood. _ 
| Long fb pu e with his conquering 

f Albania, Gaſes, Cambray, Ireland ? 

| giving unto Crete the 2 and Treaſure which 
| was left him, by the antient Kings of Ez 1 _ 
|; enriching kim with the goodly Manor of 

1 rr. ch 
if famous — 


i Ver. 79. [fed join'd with the brave Ire of our BI 
| Ally our Kingdom to their craves Breed] 


1 II. gave to Pierce Gaueſton in Marriage, the 

| hter of Gilbert Clare, Earl of Glouceſter begot of 

} the ing's Siſter, Faer of Aere:, married to the id 
Earl of Gloucefter. 


Ver. 82. [Albania, Gakoine, Cambray, Ireland 1 


Albania, Scotland, ſo called of Abanact, the ſecond 
Son of Brutus and Cambria; Wales, fo called of Cam- 
ber the third Son, the four Realms and Counties brought 
in Subjection by Edward Long ſhanks, 


— 
x — 
— — So . "= 
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That young Carnarvan, his unhappy Son, 
* ive away all that 3 won? : 
To a Stranger, proud! ing down 
The brave Allies 4 of the Crown ? * 
And did great Edward on his Death-bed give 
This to them which afterwards ſhould live, 
That that proud Gaſcorne, baniſhed the Land, 
No more ſhould tread upon the Engl: Sand? 90 
And have theſe t Lords in the Quarrel ſtood, 
And ſealed his laſt Will with their deareſt Blood, 
That after all this fearful Maſſacre, 
The Fall of Beauchamp, Lacy, Lancaſter, 


Another 


Ver. 84. [Should give away all that bis Father 
5 * 1 22 , IND 
King Edward offered his Right in France to Charles 
his Brother-in-Law, and his Right in Scotland to Robert 
Bruce, to be aided againſt the Barons, in the Quarrel 
of Pierce Gaveſfon. | 
Ver. 8. [Aud did great Edward on bis Deatb-bed give] 
Edward Long ſbanks, on his Death-bed at Carli/te, 
commanded young, Edward, his Son, on his B 
not to call back Gaveſfon, who, for miſguidi 
the Prince's Youth, was before baniſhed by the 2 
Council of the Land. 
Ver. 93. [That after all this fe Maſſacre, 
= The Fall of Beauchamp, Lacy, Lancaſter.] 
Thomas, Earl of — Guy Earl of Warwick, 
and Henry Earl of Lincoln, who had taken their Oaths 
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Another faithleſs Favourite ſhould ariſe, 
= a _ our mmm At 

n in Gaveffor's 
— Spencer — — in all? 
And that his Aſhes ſhould another breed, 
Which in his Place and Empire ſhould ſucceed; 160 

wanting one a Kingdom's Wealth to ſpend, 

Of what that left, this Go hull ws an ed ; 
'To waſte all that our Father won before, 
Nor leave our Son a Sword to conquer more. 


Thus but in vain we fondly do reſiſt, 10% 

Where Power can do, even all Things as it liſt ; 

And of our Right with Tyrants to debate, 

Lendeth them Means to weaken our Eſtate. 

Whilſt Parliaments muſt remedy their Wrongs, 5 

And we attend for what to us belongs; 110 
Our 

beſore the deceaſed King at his Death, to withſtand 


his Son Edward, if he ſhould call Gayefon from 
Exile, being a T Nr he much feared: Now 
ſeeing Edward to violate his Father's Commandment, 
riſe in Arms againſt the King, which was the Cauſe of 
the Civil War, and the Ruin of ſo many Princes. 


Ver. 97. [Ard glory'd I in Gaveſton's great Fall, 
*. &Þ 6323 
The two Hugh Spencers, the Father and the Son, after 
the Death of Gave/fon, became great Favourites of the 
King, the Son being created by him Lord Chamberlain, 
and the Father, Earl of Wanzcbefter. 
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Our Wealth but Fuel to their fond Exceſs, 

We faſting ſtill to feaſt their Wantonnelſs. 
Think ſt thou our Wrongs then not ſufficient are, 
To move our Brother to religious War? 

And if they were, yet Edward doth detain, 115 
H for PoiBou, Gurenne, and Aquitern ; 
And if not that, yer hath he broke the Truce, 
Thus all accrue, to put back all Excuſe. 

The Siſter's W join'd with the Brother's Ri 
Methinks might urge him in this Cauſe to fight. 
Are all thoſe le ſenſeleſs of our Harms, 
Which for our Country oft have manag'd Arms? 
Is the brave Normans Courage now forgot ? 
Have the bold Britains loſt the Uſe of Shot? 
The big - bon d Almains, and ſtout Brabanders, 125 
Their warlike Pikes, nd Ay ou — 2 
Or do the Pickard: let -bows lye, 

Once like the — old Theſſaly ? 

Or if a valiant Leader be their lack, 

Where thou art preſent, who ſhould drive them back? 130 
I do conjure thee by what is moſt dear, 

By that great Name of _— 


0 


— | 


— 


Ver. 115. ud if they were, yer Edward doth detarn 
ge for Poi Qou, Guienne, and 3 


Edward Long ſbanks did Homage for thoſe Cities 
2 Territories to the French King, which Edward 11 


moved the French King, by the Subordina- 
timer, to ſeize thoſe Countriet into his 
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By antient Wigmere's honourable Creſt, 
The Tombs where all thy famous Grandfires reſt ; 
Or if than theſe, what more may thee approve, 135 
Even by thoſe Vows of thy unfeigned Love, 
That thy great Hopes may move the Chriſtian King, 
By foreign Arms ſome Comfort yet to bring, 

0 w_ wy _ - Traitors = rebel 
Againſt t ight of princely Jabel. 140 
Vain, witleſs — why ſhould I defire, 
To add more Heat to thy immortal Fire? 
To urge thee by the Violence of Hate, 
To ſhake the Pillars of thine own Eſtate, 
When whatſoever we intend to do, 145 
To our Misfortune ever Sorts unto ; 
And nothing elſe remains for us beſide, 
But Tears and Coffins, only, to provide; 
When ſtill ſo long as Borough bears that Name, 
Time ſhall not blot out our deſerved Shame; 150 
And whilft clear Trent her wonted Courſe ſhall keep, 
For our fad Fall, continually ſhall weep. 


Al 


Ver. 133. [By antient Wigmore's boncurable Creft.] 
Wigmore, inthe Marches of Wales, was the antient Houſe 
of the Morti mers, that noble and couragious Family. 
Ver. 149. [That fill ſo long as Borough bears that Name.] 


The Queen remembreth the great Overthrow given 
to the Barons, by Andrew Herk/cy, Earl of Carlifle, at 
Borcugb-Bridge, after the Battle at Bartos. 
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All fee our Ruin on our Backs is thrown, 
And we too weak to bear it out are grown ; 
Torleton, that ſhould our Buſineſs direct, 158 
2 common _ doth 2 tly ſu _ Had, | 
For dangerous Things rdly to thei 
Whereon ſo 3 — attend. WE 
What ſhould I fay? My Griefs do ftill renew 
And but begin when I ſhould bid adieu, 160 
Few be my Words, but manifold my Woe, 

, And ftill I ftay, the more I ſtrive to g | 
Then till fair Time ſome greater Goo affords, "4 
Take my Love's Payment in theſe airy Words. 4 


Ver. 185. [Ard Torleton now whoſe Counſel ſbould direct, 


This was Adam Torieton, Biſhop of Hereford, that 
great Politician, who ſo highly favoured the Faction of 
the Queen and Mortimer, whoſe evil Counſel afterward 
wrought the Deſtruction of the King. 


MORTIMER 
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MORTIMER | 


Queen ISAB EL. 


8 thy Salutes my Sorrows do adjourn, | 
» 0 ar tne | re ; 


Noo Red Comer! te fr! the Breck, MY 
Of one condemn'd, d up for Death? 
From Murther's —_ didſt me once deprive, 
Now in Exile m lopes thou do'ſt revive ; Tus 
wice 


— 


Ver. 6. [Of one cd, and Jong lodg'd up for Death 7 


Roger Mortimer, Lord of Wigmore, had ſtood pub- 
lickly condemned for his 8 with 

> Karp and Bobun, Earl of Hereford, by 

- « theS ree Months : And, as the Report went, 
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Twice all was taken, twice thou all didf give, 

And thus twice dead, thou mak 'ſt me twice to live. 10 
This double Life of mine, * -py | 
You gave to me; 1 we & dk 

Ne'er my Eſcape had I adventur'd _ 

As. did the Sky- attempting Dædalus; 

And yet to give more Saſety to my Fli 25 15 
Have made a Night a Day, a Day a | 
Nor had I back'd the proud aſpi iring Wall, 

Which held without my r within my Fall, 
2 hp where I had gone, 


For gazing with Fear to look upon; _ 20 
But chat th „ by a Power divine, 
22 _ - bs 
Drawn 
ETA rice thou all didf give. 
At what Time the ad, 4 this * wy 
of Wigmore, and boy ay - of 
in + 


2 5 WD 
e 


ten en 
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Drawn by the Sun of thy celeſtial Eyes, 

With fiery Wings made Paſſage thro* the Skies, 

'The Heavens did ſeem the Charge of me to take, 25 
And Sea and Land befriend me for thy Sake: 

Thames ſtop'd her Tide, to make me Way to go, 

As thou hadſt charg'd her that it ſhould be ſo; 

The hollow, murmuring Winds their due Time kept, 
As they had rock'd the World, while all Things ſlept ; 30 
One Billow bore me up, another drave me, 

This trove to help me, and that ftrove to fave me; 
The briſling Reeds, mov'd with the Air, did chide me, 
As they would tell me, that they meant to hide me; 
The pale-fac'd Night beheld thy heavy Cheer, 35 
And would not let one little Star appear; 


But over all her ſmoaky Mantle hurl'd, 


And in thick Vapours muffled up the World; 

And the pure Air became ſo calm and ſtill, 

As it had been obedient to my Will; 40 
And every Thing diſpoſed to my Reſt, | 


As when on Seas the Halcyon builds her Neſt. 
When thoſe rough Waves, which late with Fury ruſh'd, 


Slide ſmoothly on, and ſuddenly are huſh'd ; 

Nor Neptune lets his Surges out ſo long, 45 
As Nature is in bringing forth her Young ; 
Nor let the Spencers glory in my Chance, 
That T ſhould live an Exile here in France : 


Ver. 47. [Nor let the Spencers glory in my Chance.] 
The two Hugh Spencers, the Father and the Son, 
then being fo highly favoured of the King, knew that 
their 
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That I from England baniſhed ſhould be, 
But England rather baniſhed from me: 
More were our Want, France our great Blood ſhould bas, 
Then England's Loſs ſhould be to Mortimer. 
My Grandſire was the firſt ſince Arthur's Reign, 
That the round Table rectified again; 
To whoſe great Court at Kenelworth did come, 55 
The Peerleſs Kni 1 of all Chriſtendom: 
W hoſe princel = honour'd England more, 
Than all the Conqueſts ſhe atchiev'd before. 
Never durſt Sor fl et Foot in Engliſb Ground, 
Nor on his Back did Engl; bear a Wound; 60 
Whilſt #7gmore flouriſh'd with our princely Ho 
And whilſt our Enſign march'd with Edward's Teoope: 
E” 4 | Whilft 


— 


their greateſt Safery came by his Exile, whoſe hi 
and — Spirit could never brook 2 | 


Greatneſs. 
Ver. 53. [Mp 822 2 ring. fence Arch Reign, 
ified again.] 


Roger Mortimer, called the great Lord Mortimer, 
Grandfather to this Roger, which was afterwards the 
firſt Earl of Maercb, re- erected the round =_ at 
Kenel worth, after the antient Order of King Arthur's 
Table, wich the Retinue of a hundred Knights, and a 
hundred Ladies in his Houſe, for the entertaining of 


fuch Adventurers as came thither from all Parts of 
Chriſtendom, 
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Whilſt famous Long /Gank:s's Bones, in Fortune's Scorn, 

As ſacred Relicks to the Field were born; | 

Nor ever did the valiant Exgliſb doubt, 65 

Whilft our brave Battles guarded them about ; 

Nor did our Wives and woful Mother's mourn, 

The Engl Blood that ftained Bannocksbourn ; 

Whitſt with his Minions ſporting in his Tent, 

W hole Days and Nights in Ban — were ſpent, 70 
Until the Scots, which under Safeguard ſtood, 

Made laviſn Havock of the Englz/& Blood? 


Ver. 63. [Melt ar Ln k "i in Fortune*s 


uaded unto by a „ Whi 
2% ſhould ftill be fortunate in Con- 
as his Bones were carried in the Field. | 


Engliſh Blood chat fained Bannocksbourn.] 


e great V Edward 11 made againſt the 
the Battle of &triveliag, near unto the River 
ours in Scotland, there was in the 

p ſuch ing and fuch Riot 
Diſorder, that the , who in the mean Time 


—— — 


About the World in every Clime to rome, 80 
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And battered Helms lay ſcattered on the Shore, 
Where they in Conqueſt had been born before. 
A thouſand Kingdoms will we ſeek for far, 56 
As many Nations waſte with civil 1 
Where the diſhevel'd 3 Sea-N yaph ings, 

Or well-rigg'd Ships firerch : ſwelling Wings, 
And drag . Oo Anchors thro? the ſandy Fome, 


"oF 


And thoſe unchriſtned Countries call our own, 

Where ſcarce the Name of Ezgand hath been known; 
And in the Dead-Sea ſink our Houſes Fame, 

From whoſe ftern Waves we firſt deriv'd our Name ; 
Before foul black-mouth'd Infamy ſhall ſing, 8 
That Mortimer eber ſtuop'd unto a Ki hy 
r Nrn. 

To ſeek his 8 ile, who ſought our utter Sack : 

And come to — him in our native Iſle, wo 

E*er he march forth to follow our Exile. 90 
And after all theſe boiſtrous, ſtormy Shocks, 

Yet will we pple with the chalky Rocks : 


Nor will we like Pirates, or like Thieves, 


From Mountains, Foreſts, — n 
ut 


— 9 


rn 
* 


Ver. 83. [nd i the Dead Seo fink our Houſes 
. 2 1 &c.] AP 


E ſo called of Mare Mortuum, and in Freneh 

r oy ef, —_—— ro de 
once were, 

— — 9 


Thro' the ſtern Throat of Terror breathing War. 
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But fright the Air with Terror, when we come, 95 
Of the ſtern Trumpet, and the bellowing Drum: 

And in the Field advance our plumy Creſt, 

And march upon fair England's flow'ry Breaſt ; 

And Thames, which once we for our Lite did ſwim, 
Shaking our dewy Treſſes on her Brim, 100 
Shall bear my Navy, vaunting in her Pride, 

Falling from Tanet with the powerful Tide; 

Which fertile Ee, and fair Kent ſhall ſee, 

Spreading her Flags along the pleaſant Lee, 

When on her ſteming Poop the proudly bears, 105 
The famous Enſigns of the Belgick Peers; 

And for the hateful ſacrilegious Sin, 

Which by the Pope be ſtands accurſed in; 

The Canon Text ſhall have a common Gloſs, 

Receipts in Parcels, ſhall be paid in Groſs. 110 
This Doctrine preach'd, who from the Church doth take, 


A leaft fball treble Reſtitution make. 


For which Rome ſends her Curſes out from far, 


Till 


* 


Ver. 107. [And for that bateful ſacrilegious Sin, 
| 42 by the Pope be ſtands — 20 


Cauſteliaus and Lucas, two Cardinals ſent into Eng- 


land from Pope Clement, to appeaſe the antient Hate 


between the King and Thomas Earl of Lancaſter, to 
whoſe Embaſſy the King ſeemed to yield; but aſter 
their Departure he went back from his Promiſes, for 
which he was accuried at Rome, 


England's Heroical Epiſtles. 59 
Till to th*unpeopl'd Shoa the brings Supplies, ag 


Of thoſe induſtrious Roman Colonies. 

And for his Homage, by the which of old, 

Proud Edward, Gutenne, and Aquitain doth hold. 

Charles by invaſive Arms again ſhall take, 

And ſend the Enpli/b Forces o'er the Lake; 129 

When Edward's — ſtands upon this Chance, 

To loſe in Exgland, or expuls'd from France; 

And all thoſe Towns great Long ſtanks left his Son, 

Now loſt, which once he fortunately won. 

Within their ſtrong Port-culliz'd Ports ſhall lie, 125 

And from their Walls his Sieges ſhall defy. 

And by that firm and undeſolved Knot, 

Betwixt their neighbouring French, and bord'ring 3 
ruce 


-—_— K ” "I * 


Ver. 116, [Of thoſe induſtrious Roman Colonies.) 


A Colony is a Sort, or Number of People, that come 
to inhabit a Place before, or inhabited, whereby he 
ſeems to propheſy of the Subverſion of the Land, the 
Pope joining with the Power of other Princes againſt 
Edward, for the Breach of his Promile. 


Ver. 119. [Charles by #nvaſive Arms again all take.] 


Charles the French King, moved by the Wrong done 
unto his Siſter, ſeizeth the Provinces which belonged 
to the King of England into his Hands, ſtirred the rather 
thereto by Mortimer, who ſolicited her Cauſe in France, 
as is expreſſed before in the other Epiſtle, in the Glots 
upon this Point, 
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Bruce now ſhall bring his Red-JfBanks from the Seas, 
From th'Ifled' Orcades, and the Hebrydes. 130 
And to his Weſtern Havens give free Paſs, 
To Land the Kers and Ir:i6 Galzglaſs. 
Marching from Tweed to ſwell: mber's Sands, 
Waſting along the Northern Netherlands. 
And wanting thoſe which ſhould his Power ſuſtain, 135 
Conſum'd with Slaughter in his bloody Rei 
Our warlike Sword drive him — his . 
Where he ſhall lie for us to tread upon; 
| And thoſe great Lords now after their Arraints, 
1 Canonized amongſt the Exgliſb Saints; 140 
_ And by the ages People thought, 1 
. That by their Relicks, Miracles are wrought, 
1 had hk that Fiend much Views back retain, 
8 Which took the Blood of famous Boben Qlain; 
Continuing the Remembrance of the Thing, 145 
To make the People more abhor their King. 
Nor ſhall a Spencer, be he neer fo great, 
Foſſeſs our Wrgmore, our renowned Seat. 
To raze the antient Trophies of our Race, 
With our Deſerts their Monuments to grace; 100 
or 


— n 


ven [fed ths great Lads rw offer their bi, 
Cannonzed among the Engliſh Saints. 


After the Death 01 = om: ag of at 
Pomfret, . Miracles to be done 
e Aid of of the Body of Bobus 


a. 


2 his Relicks: 
1 of Hereford, dein 8 at Dervaęl-Bri dge. 
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Nor ſhall he lead our valiant. Marchers forth, 

To make the Spencers famous in the North ; 

Nor be the I of the Britiib Pales, 

Defending England, and preſerving Wales. 

„ 
ut now grown to 

Deliberats Counſel needs us to direct, 

Where not, even Plainneſs frees us from Suſpect. 

By thoſe Mr our Errors that attend, 

Let us our Faults ingeniouſly amend. 160, 

Then, Dear, gs all peremptory Spleen, 

Be more than Woman, as you are a Queen. 

Smother thoſe Sparks, too quickly elſe would burn, 

Till Time produce what now it doth adjourn. 

Till when, Queen, I leave you, tho' a while, 


o 


; 
i 
| 


I 


| 


000005000000 /0000/050090 


ED ARD 


THE 
BLAck 3 E 


A L I CE 
Counteſs of SALISBURT. 
AND 


SH 4 IS £6 


Counteſs of Sar1sBURT; 
TO THE 


BLACK PRINCE: 


= "of 
' 


— —— 
; BD nad 

— — — 

— 52 — 


England; Hervica! Epiſtles. 65 


T 0 MY 
Worthy and Honoured Friend, 


Sir WALTER Acro, 
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my tedious Compliment, to trouble mine on 
Opinion * in Judgment and Diſcretion. 
| I make you atron 4 this Epiſtle of the 
= Rin, which I pray you accept, till 
| y — eaſy Hears * offer up from me * 
bing more Worlby o ur View, a 

| Travel, be oy 


Yours truely devoted, 


Mricnrart Dray TOR. 


EDWARD 
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THE 
BLACK PRINCE, 


1 
FF ST ## T © 


Counteſs of SALISBURY. 


* ** 


2 


The A R GUM E N T. 


Alice, Counteſs of Salisbury, remain: * 
Caltle in 4 North, bs tho Niſencs of the Earl 
Husband, who was, by the King's Command, ſent into 
F _— and there died. This Lady being befieged 
is ber Caſtle by the Scots, Edward the Black Prince 
being ſent by the King bis Father to relieve the North- 
Parts with an Army, and to remove the Siege of 
Roxborough, there fell in Love with the Counteſs ; 
when, after ſbe returned to London, be ſought by 
divers Means to win ber to his youthful Pleaſures, as 


forcrng 


* 
__—_— 
"> © DO * 
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forcing the Earl of Kent, ber Father, and ber Mother, 
annaturally to 4. bis Agents in bit vain Defire ; 
where, after a Jong and efored | _—__ ber mnvinci- 
ble Conftancy, be taketh to bis Wife, to which 
End be only frametb this Epiſtle. 


TD Eccive theſe Papers from thy woful Lord, 

With far — ſoes than they with Words are ſtor'd; 
Which if thine Eye with Raſhneſs do reprove, 
'They'll ſay they came from that imperious Love. 


—— R |" "_ 1 
— — __ 


Ver. 1. [Receive theſe Papers from thy e Lord] 


hn bunfal e deſpiſe ; * 
„ Thi urtful to iſe ; 
= which thould all Things prove, 
d, yet not allowſt my Love? 
Sound moves his Sound, Voice beget his Voice, 
One Echo makes another to rejoice ; 


tack Prince, 


dnl Bartles be fought in 


PE 


1 


23 


Hp 
75 
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One well-tun'd String ſet truly to his like, 
Stroke near at Hand doth make another ſtrike. 
How comes it then that our Affections jar? 
What Oppoſition doth beget this War ? 

I know that Nature frankly to thee gave, 
That Meaſure of her Bounty that I have ; 
And with that Senſe the likewiſe to us lent, 
Each one his Orggn, each his Inftrument ; 

But every one, becauſe it is thine own, 

Doth prize itſelf, unto itſelf alone. 

Thy xn Hand, when it itſelf doth touch, 
That feeling tells it there was never ſuch : 
When ig thy Glaſs thine Eye itſelf doth ſee, 
That thinks there's none like to itſelf can be ; 
And every one doth judge itſelf Divine, 

— cher thou do'ſt Challenge it for thine ; 
And each itſelf, Narciſſus-like doth ſmother, 
And loves itſelf, not like to any other; 
Fie, be not burn'd thus in thine own Defire, 
*Tis needleſs Beauty ſhould itſelf admire; 
The Sun, by which all Creatures lightned be, 
And ſeeth all, itſelf yet cannot lee ; 

And his own Brightneſs his own Foil is made, 
And is to us the Cauſe of his own Shade. 
When firſt thy Beauty by mine Eye was prov'd, 
It ſaw not then ſo much to be belov'd; 
But when it came a perſect View to take, 


Each look, of one doth many Beauties make: 


In little Circlets firit it doth ariſe, 

Then ſomewhat larger ſeeming in mine Eyes; 
And in this circling Compaſs as it goes, 

So more and more, the ſame in Greatneſs grows, 


25 


30 


35 


45 
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* 

And as it yet at Liberty is ſet, 67 

The Motion ſtill doth other Forms "1 

Until at length, look any way I cou = 

Nothing there was but Beauty to behold ; | 

Art thou offended that thou art belov'd ? 

Remove the Cauſe, th' Effect is ſoon remoy'd ; 

Indent with Beauty how far to extend, 

Set down Deſire, a Limit where to end; 60 

Then charm thine Eyes, their Glances ſhall not 

And teach the Senſe the Depth of Love to ſound: 

If thou do this, nay, then thpu ſhale do more, 

And bring to paſs what never was before; 

Make Anguifh ive, craving all Delight, 65 

_ Mirth ſolemn, ſullen, and inclin'd to Night; 

Ambition lowly, Envy ſpeaking well, 

Love, his Relief of Nigardize to ſell ; 

Our War-like Father did theſe Forts deviſe, 

As ſureſt Holds againſt our Enemies, 70 

The ſafeſt Places for our Sex to reſt, BE, 

Fear ſoon is ſettled in a Woman's Breaſt. 

Thy Breaſt is of another Temper far, 

And than thy Caſtle fitter for the War ; 

Thou do'ſt nor ſaſely in thy Caſtle was | 75 

Thy Ge/tel ſhould be ſafer in thy Breaſt. 

That keeps out Foes, but doth thy Friends incloſe, 

But thy Breaſt keeps out both thy Friends and Foes ; 

T hat may be batter'd, or be undermin'd, 

Or by ſtrait Siege, for want of Succour pit'd; 80 

But thy Heart 1s invincible to all 

And more — then thy Caſtle Wall 
t , that ever Fove did pro 

W herewith he uſed to — his Low A 


That 
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That Iikes me when in a golden Shower, 85 
He rain'd nodes on Danae in her Tower ; 
Nor did I ever envy his 


Command, 
In that he bears the Thunder in his Hand; 


Burt in that ſhow ry Shape I cannot be, | 
And as he came to her, I come to thee ; 90 
2 with Foes, is not begirt 


95 


Thine Eyes retains A, 
Jo Kill Eborver chow debt co Kill 
For that alone more deepl 


Of Entrance, there an Army doth forbid. 110 


ver. 109. [ ll when ches Jef down that tranſparent Lid. 
Not that the Lid is tranſparent, for no Part of the Skin 
ia tranſparent, but for the Gem, which ar that Cloſure is 
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And as for Famine, thou needs never fear, 
Who thinks of Want when thou art preſent there? 
'Thy Sight alone gives Spirit unto the Blood, 

And comforts Lite, tho? never taſting Food. 

And as thy Soldiers keep their Watch and Ward, 115 
So Chaſtity thy inward Breaſt doth guard; *s 
Thy modeſt Pulſe ſerves as a Larum Bell, 

Which watched by a wakeful Sentinel, 

Is ſtirring ſtill with every little Fear, 
Warning, if any Enemy be near. | 

Thy vertuous Thoughts, when all the others reſt, 
Like careful Scouts paſs up and down thy Breaſt, 
And ftill they round about that Place do keep, 
Whilſt all the bleſſed Garriſon do ſleep: | | 
But yet I fear, if that the Truth were told, 125 
That thou haſt robb'd, and fly'ſ unto this Hold. 
thought as much, and didſt this Fort deviſe, 

That thou in Safety here might'ſt tyranniſe. 

Yes, thou haſt robb'd the Heaven and Earth of all, 
And they againſt thy lawleſs Theft do call; 138 
Thine Eyes with mine, that wage continual Wars, 
Borrow their Brightneſs of = twinkling Stars ; 


129 


Thy 


— 


ſaid to con:ain, is tranſparent ; for, otherwiſe, how could 
the Mind underſtand by the Eye? Should not the 
Images ſlide thro' the ſame, and repleniſh the Stage of 
che Phantaſy ? But this belongs to Opticks, The Latins 
call the Eye-lid ii, 1 will nat tay of celando, as ther 
Eye-brow, ſapercilium, and the Hair on the Eye-lids, 
N perhaps, guod palpitit; all which have their 
! 


net and neceſſary U ſes. 
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Thy Breath, for which mine ſtill in Sighs conſumes, 
Hath robb'd ſweet Flowers, rich Odours and Perfumes : 
Thy Cheek, for which mine all this Penance proves, 135 
Steals the pure Whiteneſs both from Swans and Doves. 
r A mine, that in thy Mask be pent, 
Have filch'd the Bluſhing from Orient ; 
e bring hither all thy Power 
And fetch this heavenly Thief out of her Tower; 140 
For if ſhe may be ſuffered in this Sort, ah 
Heaven's Store will ſoon be hoarded in this Fort. 
When I arriv'd before that State of Love, F 


came to lend thee Aid, 
— _— betray'd . 
Came to rai 151 

—＋ not my Breaſt aſſays; 
doth find unlawful Shifts, 
Lok do —_ yy r . 
3 CN ove | tx wear 
| Forilworn in 25 with L's Ouchs doth bear % 160 
Love cauſeleſs ſtill, doth vate his Cauſe, 

It is his Law to violate all Laws ; 
Hi Reaſon is in only wanting Reaſon, | 

And were untrue, not deeply touch'd with aaa) 
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Th'unlawful Means, doth make his lawful Gain, 16 
He ſpeaks moſt true, when he the moſt doth fain; i 
Pardon the Faults that have eſcap'd by me, 

inſt fair Virtue, Chaſtity, and thee ; 
If Gods can their own Excellence excel, | 
It is in ing Mortals that rebel. 17% 
When all thy Trials are enroll'd by Fame, 
And all thy Sex made 22 by thy Name, 
Then I a Captive ſhall be brought hereby, 
To adorn the Triumph of thy ity 5 
I ſue not now thy Paramore to be, 175 
But as a Husband to be link'd to thee. 
I am Exgland's Heir, I think thou wilt confeſs, 
Wert thou a Prince, I hope I am no leſs ;. 
But that thy Birth doth make thy Stock divine, 
Elſe durſt 1 boaſt, my Blood as good as thine; 186 
Diſdain me not, nor take my Love in ſcorn, 
Whoſe Brow a Crown hereafter may. adorn ; 
But what I am, I call mine own no more, 4 
Take what thou wilt, and what thou wilt reſtore ; 
Only I crave, whate er I did intend, 18g 
In faithful Love, now happily may end. | 
Farewel, ſweer Lady, ſo well may'{ thou fare, 
To oma Joy with Nieaſure of my Care; 
Thy Virtue's more then mortal Tongue can tell, 
A thouſand, thoutand Times, farewel, tarewel. 199 


E 2 ALTCE, 


— , ⏑ Weo O Leeer <ae ———t — 
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# #3 #4 
Counteſs of SAL1S$BURYT, 


TO THE 


BLACK PRINCE. 


\ S one would gladly would deny, 
'Twixt Hope and oe I doubtfully reply, 

A Woman N I ſhould _— : 
Anſwering a Prince, writing to a Lover ; 

And ſome ſay, Love with Reaſon doth diſpence, 5 
And wreſts our plain Words to another Senſe : 
Think you not then, poor Woman had not need 

Be well advis'd to write, what Men ſhould read, 
When being filent, moving but awry, 
Gives Cauſe of Scandal and of Obloquy ; 10 
Whilſt in our Hearts, our ſecret Thoughts abide, 
Th'invenom'd Tongue of Slander yet is ty'd ; 

But if once ſpoke, deliver'd up to Fame, 

Her's the Report, but ours returns the Shame. 


About 
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About to write, yet newly ent'ring in, 15 
Methinks 1 end, e're 1 can well begin; 

When I would end, then ſomething makes me ſtay, 
And then methinks I ſhould have more to fay ; 
And ſome one Thing remaineth in my Breaſt, 
For want of Words that cannot be expreſsd; 20 
What I would ſay, as faid to thee 1 ſain, 
Then in thy Perſon I reply again 5 
Then in thy Cauſe, urge all I can objeR, 

Then what again mine Honour muſt reſpect. 

O Lord! what fundry Paſſions do I try? 25 
Striving to hate, you forcing contrary ; | 

Being a Prince, I blame you not to prove 

The greater Reaſon to obtain your Love. 

That Greatneſs which doth challenge no Denial, 


The only Reſt that doth allow my Trial : 30 
were his Fall, 
is were capita 
grante to tem 
m us except we give . 
Againſt tr Fm except ves are bent. 5 5 


Who doth impute it is a Fault to you? 
You prove not falſe, except we be untrue ; 
It is your Virtue, being Men, to try, | 
And at is ours, by Virtue to deny. 40 
Your Fault i ſerves for the Fault's Excuſe, 
And makes it ours, tho“ your's be the Abuſe. 

a Begpar, fy, it is too bad, 
When in i . is had; 
Not made a Lure t'entice the wand'ring Eye, 45 
But an Attire t'adorn w_ Modeſty ; 

7 3 | 8 


1 
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If Modeſty and Women once do ſever, 

We then may bid farewel to Fame for ever: 
Let Fobs and Henry, Edward's Inſtance be, 
Matzrlda and fair Roſamond for me: 

A like both woo'd, a like ſu'd to be won, 
Th'one by the Father, th'other by the Son ; 
Henry obtaining, did our Weakneſs wound, 
And lays the Fault on wanton Roſamond ; 
Matilda chaſte, in Life and Death all one, 
By her Denial lays the Fault on Fob» ; 
By theſe we prove, Men acceflary ſtill, 
But Women only Principals of III: 

What Praiſe is ours, but what our Virtues 
If they be lent, ſo much we be in Debt, 
Whilſt our own Honour's Virtue doth defend, 
All Force too weak, what ever Men pretend ; 
If all the World elſe ſhould ſuborn our Fame, 
*Tis we ourſelves that overthrow the fame, 
And howſoe er, altho' by Force you win, 

Yer on our Weakneſs ftill returns the Sin. 


A virtuous Prince who doth not Edward call? 


And ſhall I then be guilty of Fall? 

Now God forbid ; yet rather let me die, 

Than ſuch a Sin upon my Soul ſhould lie. 

Where is great Edward ? Whither is he led? 

At whoſe victorious Name whole Armies fled. 

Is that brave Spirit that conquer'd ſo in. France, 

Thus overcome and vanquiſn d —_ a Glance ? 
I 


He that a King at Pozrbien Battle , | 
Himſelf led Captive with a wanton Look ? 


$5 


get? 


75 


Twice 
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Twice as a Bride to Church I have been led, | 
Twice have two Lords enjoy'd my Bridal Bed; > 
How can that Beauty yet be undeſtroy'd, 

That Years have waſted, and two Men enjoy'd ; 

Or ſhould be thought fit for a Prince's Store, 

Of which two Subjects were poſſeſsd before ? 

Let Spain, let France, or Scotland ſo prefer 85 
Their Infant Queens for England's Dowager; 
That Blood ſhould be much more than half Divine, 
That ſhould be equal every way with thine: 


go 


As his did mine, of you ; = 
| have thadle Greer ths houn Oe long, 


N 


Ver. 79. [Twice as a Bride Ilove to Church been ded.] 
The two Husbands of which ſhe makes mention, ob- 
herſelf, as bei 
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I kept in Mind, where from his Tale he fell, 
Calling on him the Reſidue to tell; 
Oft he would fay, bow ſweet a Prince is he ! 
When 1 have prais'd him but for praiſing thee ; 
And, to proceed, I would intreat and woo, 105 
And yet to eaſe him, help to praiſe thee too : 
Muſt the be forc'd r'exclaim th'injurious Wrong 
Offer'd by him, whom the hath lov'd fo Tong? 
Nay, I will tell, and I durſt almoſt ſwear, 
Edward will bluſh when he his Fault ſhall hear. 110 
Judge now that Time doth Youths Defire _ | 
And Reaſon mildly the Fire of þ 
By upright Juſtice let my Cauſe be 
And be po gh I not juſtly chi 

That not ve and reverend Tears, 118 
When on his Knee he pes me with his Tears, 
BY no Perſuafions poſlibly could win, 

© free himſelf as is of my Sin. | 
The Woe for me my Mother did abide, 
— INE PIRTIR 3 

one 


—_——. 


| ver. 178 [That not my Fatber's grave and reverend Tears. 


A incredible, that any Prince ſhould be ſo un- 
juſt to uſe the Farher's Means for the Corruption of the 


ter's Chaſtity, cho' ſo the Hiſtory i her 
Father fo honourable, and a Man of fo 
Diſert, tho Palidore would have her to be 


Daughter to Edmond Earl of Ken? Uncle te Edwsrd Il. 
— 
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Your luſtful R your Tyranny could ſtay, 
Mine Honour's 228 : 4 
Have I not lov'd yuu ? Let the Truth be ſhown, 
That ftill rr your Honour with my own. 
Had your fond Will your foul Deſires — 125 
When you by them my Chaſtity affail'd ; 
Tho' this no way could have excus'd my Fault, 
True Virtue never yielded to affault: | 
Yet what a Thing were this it ſhould be faid, 
My Parent's Sin mould to your Charge be laid; 13e 
And I have gain'd my Liberty with Shame, 
To fave my Life, mole Shipwrack of my Name. 
Did Roxborougb once vail her tow'ring Fane 
To thy brave Enfign, on the Northern Plain? 
And to thy Trumpet ſounding from my Tent, 
Often reply'd, as to my — 

1 


Ver. 131. [And I baue gain'd my Liberty with Shame] 


b is a Caſtle in the North, miſ-termed by 
Bandelle, Salishury Caſtle, becauſe the King had given 
i (Earl of Salribury, in which her Lord being ab- 

e Counteſs by the Scors was beſieged, who, by 


ite; but by her moſt Praiſe-worthy 
„ the converted that Humour in him to an hon- 


ourable P. and obtained the true Reward of her 
admired Virtues, 
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And did receive thee as my Sovereign Liege, 
_— to aid, thou ſhouldſt again beſiege, 
To raile a Foe, but for my Treaſure 
To plant a Foe, to take my honeſt Name; 140 
Under Pretence to have remov'd the Scot, 
And would'ſt have won more than he could have got; 
That did ingirt me, ready ftill to fly, 
But thou lay'dſt Battery to my Chattity : 
O Modeſty, didſt thou me not reſtrain, 145 
How could I chide u in this Vein! 
A Prince's Name, Heaven knows, I do not crave, 
'To have thoſe Honours Edward's Spouſe ſhall have ; 
Nor by ambitious Lures will I be brought, 
In my chaſte Breaſt to harbour ſuch a 1 
As to be worthy to be made a Bride, | 
An Empreſs plac'd by mighty Edwerd's Side; 
Of all, the moſt unworthy of that Grace, 
To wait on her that ſhould enjoy that Place; 3 
But if that Love, Prince Edward doth require, 155 
Equal his Virtues, and my chaſte Defire: 

If -it be ſuch as we may juſtly vaunt, 
A Prince may ſue for, and a — : 
If it be ſuch as may 5 my Wrong, ; 
That from your vain unbridled Youth hath ſprung ; 160 
That Faith 1 ſend, that 1 from you receive, 
The reſt unto thy princely Thoughts I Ve. 162 


7 — 


Ver. 162. [The ref unto thy princely Thoughts I lo. 
Leſt any thing be left out which were worth che Rela- 
Lon, it ſhall not be impertinent to annex ** 
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that are uttered, concerning her, whoſe Name is ſaid to 
have been lips, but that being rejected as a Name un- 
known among us, Froi ſard is rather believed, who calleth 
her Alice. Polidore, contrarywiſe, as before is 

names her Jane, who by Prince Edward had Iflue, Ed- 
ward dying young, and Richard II. King of England, 
—_ (as _ ith) 7 — becauſe, 
within _— onſanguini ibiting to 
marry: The Truth whereof I Le bs Nuſcuſs. er 
Husband, the Lord Montague, being ſent over into Nan- 
ders by King _—_ was taken Priſoner by the French, 
and not returning, left his Counteſs a Widow, in whoſe 
Bed ſucceeded Prince Edward, to whoſe laſt and lawful 
Requeſt, the rejoiceful Lady ſends this loving Anſwer, 


QUEEN 


Queen ISABEL 


RICHARD IL 


AND 


RICHARD II. 
| Queen /SABEL. 


TO THE 


RIGHT HONOURABLE, 
AND 

My very good LO Ap, 
Earl of BE DPO RP. 
HRT CE moble and my gracious Lord, 


the Love I bave ever born to the illuſtrious 
Houſe of Bedford, and to the bonourable Family 
+ Ty 2 


r 
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Service I was firſt bequeathed, by that learned 
and accompliſhed Gentleman, Sir Henry Goodere, 
net long fince deceas'd, whoſe I was, whilſt be 
a, whoſe 1 — 4 10 = with the 
Imperſectious beedleſs and unſtay'd Youth. 
That excellent 2 2 — an aas the 
firſt Cheriſber of my Muſe, wohich bad been, by 
bis Death, l:fi a poor Orphan to the World, ha. i 
be not before bequeathed it to that Lady whom 
be ſo dearly loved. Vouchſafe, then, my dear 
Lord, to accept this Epiſtle, which I dedicate as 
zealouſly, as, I bope, you will patroniſe willingly, 
until ſome more acceptable Service may be Witneſs 
of my Love to your Honour. | 


Your Lordſoip's ever, 


Miez arri DaAy ron. 


89 
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Queen ISABEL 


1 


RICHARD II. 


* 


* 


| 


| 


b 


e nu 


en — 


* Z 


Thither I ſend my Sorrows to be fed, | 
Where the firſt-born, there fitteſt to be bred : | 
unto France be Aliens and unknown; ; } 
Recent Grm her doth theſe her own. 
fy all Miſchief cometh from the Norrb, 15 
is too true, Fall doth ſet it forth ; 
why ſhould I thus limit Grief a 
all the _ is ld with our Dilgrace? 
we in Bonds thus ſtriving to contain it, i 
I 1 * 
even 3 yes, 
Prepar'd 


or Cat, ena « fun Place to the Pine of 
«nd moſt ominous to the Blood of Plante-- 
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Prepar'd for Richard that unawares did look 
Upon that Traytor Henry Bullingbrooke. 
But that Excels of Joy my Senſe bereav'd, 285 
So much, my Sight had never been deceiv'd. 
Oh, how unlike to my lov'd Lord was he, 
Whom raſhly I, fweet Ricberd, took for thee! 
I might have ſeen the Courſer's ſelf did lack, : 
That princely Rider ſhould beſtride his Back; 30 
He that, ſince Nature her great Work began, 
She made to be the Mirrour of a Man, | 
That when ſhe meant to form ſome matchleſs Limb, 
Still for a Pattern, took ſome part of him, 

And jealous of her Cunning, break the Mould, 35 
In his Proportion | 


To prove 


who little knew of her Husband's hard 
behold his 1 * 
Husband thus 


riumph by his Foe, 
ſeeming to hate her Eyes, that fo much had 
c 
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When, with ſtern Fury, both theſe Dukes enrag 

Their Warlike ns at Coventry engag d; a 

When firſt thou didſt repeal thy former Grant, 

Seal'd to brave Mowbray, as thy Combatant : 

From his unnumbred Hours let Time divide it, 45 

Left in his Minutes he ſhould hap: to hide it; 

Yet on his Brow continually to bear it, | 

That when it comes, all Hours may fear it, 

And all ill-boding Planets, Conſent, 

In it may hold their dreadful Parliament. 50 

— a in Heaven's _— enrolled thus, 
p1t1Ous : 

Proud : 
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Who with a thouſand Mother's Curſes went, 
Mark'd with the Brand of ten Years Baniſhmenc. 
When thou to Ireland took'ſt thy laſt Farewel, 
Fr yp wo —_—— Pavements fell, 4 
ev'ry w pplauding Echoes ri & 
* joyful Shouts hat Gi Gre» King. | 
—4— — 1 adorn, 
Was i'd quite 3 didſt return. 
Who to 1 wy Leak cas Lock vendhfl to lend? 
Then all too 


Ver. 63. [When thos to Ireland too) thy la Farewel.] 
Richard _—_ „ with his Army into 
ray who rebelled : 


At which 2 — and robb'd 
him of all Kingly Dignity. OY 


Ver. 79. 2 by Church-men, which ſbould bear no 
John of Gaunt was illegitimate; (Hare 

William Wickbem, in the Quarrel betwixt 
Fobn of Gaunt and d "che Clergy, of of meer Spight and 


— 
3 
— — — —— — 2 2 Ko 
172 jp ·ů ——ů ——ůů—³⁵BL è ñr — — * 
* 


— - + eons — 


Whom this Mother's Tongne did ſpot, 
By a baſe Nen Boor to be begot; | 
Whom Edward's Eaglers mortally did ſhun, 

Daring with them to againſt the Sun : 
Where lawful Right Conqueft doth allow 


! 
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inſt their Faith unto our Crown's true Heir, 

Tha valiant Kinſman Edmynd Mortimer. 

When I to England came, a World of Eyes, 

Like Stars attended on my fair Ariſe, 

Which now, alas! like angry Planers frown, 

. Ld Ale BL © ne; Coming, faite, ** 
on m 

But I with Storms am driven to "Exile: 

But Bullingbreoke de vis d we thus ſhould 

Fearing two Sorrows ſhould poſſeſs one 

To add to our Affliction, to deny 

Comfort, left our Mifery. 

ore divorc'd thy Crown and thee, 
me; 


Hate, 
To part us in this miſerable State. 119 


would Aumert had funk, when be betray'd 
Th. Pls. which once the noble Abbot laid; 


Ver. their Faith anto the Crown' Ke, 
oy 2 Laſaan, &c.] . 


Edmund Mortimer, 2 Son of Carl 


Treland) | was woot or Heir —— 
whoſe Aunt, called Eli nor, this Lord Pieręy had — 


Ver. 111. [Ob, would Aumerl bad ſunk when be betray't 
The Plot, which once the noble Abbot Laid '} 


The Abbot of We/#mi plotted the Death of 
King Herry, to have been done a a Tilt at * 
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Henry going towards the Caſtle of Nint, where King 
Richard was, cauſed Scroop, Green and Buſby to be 
executed at Breffol, as vile Perſons, which had ſeduced 
the King to his laſcivious and wicked Life. | 
Ver. 126. [Damn'd be the Oath be made at Doncaſter. ] 

After Heary's Exile, at his Return into Exgland, he 
took his Oath at Doncafter, upon the Sacrament, 3 

| ws | claim 


„ 
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If the depoling of a lawſul King, 
y Curſe condemn him, if no other Thing ; 
A digjoin'd, for Vengeance cannot call, 


Le: chem nie, ſtrongly curſe him all. 1 
And for: the P 1 Heav's may chard Peay, 4 


er 


Lr 
11755 


TE 
T5 
I 
111 


8 
85 
D 
2 


: 
I 


As 1 for my dear 

And as 1 Ls 

Laſtly, to taſte 1hment. 

Then loſe thy == firſt thy Crown was loſt, 


it ſo donde, for 2 1 


claim the Crown or Kingdom of England, hats the 
Dukedom of Leceafer, is own proper Right, and the 


Ver. 139. [Aud mars for Henry meg ber der . 
As TI for my, &c. 


This was the brave couragious Henry Hotſpur, who 
obtained ſo many Victories againſt the 1 * 5 Which. 
after falling out right with the Curſe of cen Hal. 
 —_ by; Hepry at the Battle at SbrewsT 


. —— — —— en EE 


i 


- 
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And fince it did of Liberty deprive thee, 148 


Bury th let nothing elle out- live thee. 
YG. n 
When Woe becomes a Comforter to Woe: 

Yet much, methinks, of Comfort could I fay, 

If from my Heart ſome Fears were rid away; 150 
Something there is, that Danger ſtill doth ſhow, 

But what it is, that Heaven alone doth know : 
Grief to itſelf moſt dreadful doth 
And never yet was Sorrow void of ; 
But yet in doth Sorrow hope the beſt, 
And Ricbard thus I wiſh thee happy Reſt. 156 
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EA 


RICHARD Il 
Queen /SABEL. 


LL HAT can my Queen but hope for from this 


That it ſhould write, which never could command ? . 
A Kingdom's Greatneſs think how he ſhould ſway, 
n rr ver _ _ 

this ru Hand di gu ide a t 
Worſe rern 8 
How ſhall I call myſelf, or by what Name, 
To make thee know from whence theſe Letters came? 
Not from thy Husband, for my hateful Liſe | 
Makes thee a Widow, being yet a Wiſe: 10 
Nor from a King, that Title 1 have loſt; | 
Now of that Name, d Bull:nghrooke may boaſt - 
What I have been, Goth but this Comfort bring, 
No Words ſo wotul, as, I Yor a King. 
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This lawleſs Life, which firſt procur'd my Hate; 15 

Jr we, which then renounc'd my regal State; 
is abject Soul of mine conſenting to it;; 

This Hand, that was the Inſtrument to do it; 

All theſe be witneſs, that I now deny 


thy Father s Court, om 


Bourbon, for th to 2 
Who fu'd 1 n ; G 
WP the 


a - - 


- 
_ 


Ver.16.[This Tongue, which then renounc'd my regal State.] 
. [Richsrd II. at the 


ver 


nor 


„ then ile 
„ Son to che 
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Offering ſor Dower the Countries neighb'ri nigh, 
Of fruitful Amaine, and rich. Bur 1 Hoa 

Didſt thou all this, that England ſhould . thee, 
To miſerable . Baniſhment to leave thee 30 
And in my Down- fall, and my ban wank, 
Thus to thy Country to convey, thee back? 

When quiet Sleep, the heavy Heart's Relief, 

Hath efted Sorrow, 4 leſs ned Grief, 

My paſſed Greatneſs into Mind I call, 25 
And think this while I dreamed of my Fall. 
With this Conceit my Sorrows 1 8 

That my fair Queen is but withdrawn a while, 


And m ſome Chamber . 
As zh Ln ay. f Proſperity. "ys 


Calling al and aski ho is ? 

The Elko anfarring. wells 200, oy. a 

And when mine Arms thee enfold, 

I 5A the Pillow, 4 che Þ1 lace is ok 
1 


As. many. Minptes as. in che Hour tive be, 


So many | Hours 
Each Hour a Day, 


4 is Cloſed 5 in the Nor 3 4 
. pleaſant Summer dwel buy 
Froli-ſtarved-Winrer — here; 4 
F 3 
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A place wherein Deſpair may fitly dwell, 

Sorrow beſt ſuiting with a cloudy Cell. 60 
When Hereford had his Judgment of Exile, 
Saw I the People's Murmuring the while; 
'Th*uncertain Commons touch'd with inward Care, 
As tho” his Sorrows mutually they bare: 
Fond Women, and ſcarce-ſpeaking Children mourn, 65 
Bewail his Parting, wiſhing his Return. 

That I was forc'd r'abridge his baniſh'd Years, 

When they bedew'd his Foot-ſteps with their Tears; 
Yet by Example could not learn to know, 

To what his Greatneſs by their Love might grow : 70 
But Henry boaſts of our 1evements done, 


Bearing the Trophies our great Fathers won, 


Ver. 61. [When Hereford bad bis Fadgment of Exile, 
When the Combate ſhould have been at C 
betwixt Henry, Duke of Hereford, and Thomas, Du 
of Norfolk, where Hereford was adjudged to Banifhment 
for ten Years, the Commons 1 lamented ; 
ſo greatly was he ever favoured of the People. 

V 


er. 6). [Thes being furc d tabridge bis band Tears.] 
When the Duke came to take his leave of the King. 


e 
deing then the 4 

He 
_ zepealed four Years of his Baniſhmenr. 
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And all the Story of our famous War, 

Muft grace the Annals of great — 

Seven goodly Scions in their 8 did flouriſh, 75 

Which one ſelf Root brought — _ did nouriſh; 

Edward the top Branch of that golden Tree, 

Nature in him her utmoſt — 454 ſee; 

Who from the Bud ſtill bloſſomed ſo fair, 

As all might Judge what 8 it meant to bare: 12 
4 ut 


a after the Death of Duke Job, his Father, was 
Duke of Lancaſter and Hereford, Earl of Derby, Leicefter, 
and Lzncoln : And after he had ned the Crown, was 
cal'd by the Name of Bulli , which is a Town 
in TZincolnſoire; as fatty K he the Kings of England 
bear the Name of the Place where they were born. 


Ver. 55. [Seven goodly Scion: in their Spring did Is 


Edward III. had ſeven Sons; Edward, Prince of 
Wakes, after called the Black Prince; Wilham of Har- 
field, the ſecond ; Lievel, Duke of Clarexce, the third ; 
3 Duke of , the fourth ; Ed. 
„Duke of T: the fisch; Thomas of 
ke of e, the faxth ; " William of 


W, 


wa — hpi Be 
u but Sen of 


defore Fobn of Ge 
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But I his Graft, Weed o'er-grown 
And from our 1 Refuſe forth m thrown. 
We from our Grandfize ſtood in one 


ghee) * 
As wo_ Ce 4 did thei ils 1 
Res, Ze = 
wh evve i Land: go | 
His Fame encreafing; purchard in thoſe-Wars, 


Can ſcarely now be bounded with the Stat; 
With him is Valour from the baſe World fled, 
Or bere in me is it extinguiſhed ? 


r is Conqueſt's Sake, 9 


_ rea. a Gall 2 _ 
is v "IGG 
Err — divine.” 


What 


Yer. 85, LA 1— brought ä — 
Prog Soon ogy © tp 
at the Savoy, r 


him into Egle; 
Ver. 89. ſc Name obtain'd by bis fatal Hand,] 
Prince, not ſo much” of bis Cotr- 


Ealled' che 
bed 4 Battles be : 22 


e e By 
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What earthly Humour, or what har role Eye 
Can look ſo low, as on our M 00 
When Bulli brooke 3 "Gout Theme, 
And makes that his, bot Acne 
Into our Counſels he himſelf intrudes, | 
His = = A made Fig Asen, OS 

is Power is rown 1 
He throws them down, whom our Advancement placeth ; 
(As my dible and unworthy Hand : 
Never had Power, belonging g to Command. 

ables in the Duff 
And proves our Acts of Parliament unju 
As tho* he hated that it ſhould be fad, © 
2 Los by I once * . 
i 2 ore his Greatneſs, 
eight of 1 

My Back a — Bullingbrooke to raiſe, 
My Looſeneſs mock d, and hateful by his Praiſe, 
Out- live mine Honour, bury my Eſtate, 
And leave myſelf nought but my People's Hate. 
Sweet Queen, TU take all Counſel thou canſt gives, 
So that bidſt me neither 3 live; 120 


. 
* o 


115 


Ver. 110. [Ard grovefeur Mts of Parliament * 
In the next Parliament, after R:icbard's R 
— — —— 
Laws made in the Parliamant, called, The Wicked Par- 
Iiament, held in the 2oth Year of King Richard's 


— 
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Succour that comes, when Ill hath done his worſt, 
— Bur ſharpens Grief * þ oy 
Comfort is now 

my Bier : 


mine Ear, 
Paſt ure put Cure, my Bod become us ſo 


12 

R bs cant of cur Wrong; a 
Yet it forbid my Wrongs ould ever dye, 
Bur fill remembred to Po 
And let the Crown be fined ther he wes, 
And ever wet with woful Mother's Tears. 130 
Thy Curſe on Pzercy, angry Heavens preve8t, 7 
Who have not one left, on him unſpent, 

Areich of Wor, 1 now borrowing of my Store, 

OS IG gn gene 

= Sorrows to bewail, 
dy Wont woo gem or Firy now e heal ; 


| ſtealeth whilft thou complaineft 
= moral an and inſectious: _ 
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Proceeds from Frai 
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a at Melons, in. Wars bot Alarms = . 
Firſt Henry, clad in princely Arms; 
At — firſt cheſe Eyes of mine, 


My oder judged for Wit nd Shs divine ; 
4 4 Puiſlance and wich Force, 
Tudor at home, with Courtſhip and Diſcourſe : 39 
He then, thou now, I hardly can ju whether | | 
Did like me beſt, Plantagenet, or Te 
A March, a Nieafure, Batele; or a Dance, 
His prince Ne hack „or a congqu*ring Launce. 
ned my Renown, 35 
2 — uble Crown ; 
as. Henry's lawful Heir, 
Henry Sn wen d. Bron Jock doth bear. 


At 


n 25. [ng Na i» Wars n 


N. unto Melavs, che River of Spas, was the: 
— Plate of - between the two -of 


Ar 
V. and Queen Larbarine, were taken as 
and Qupen of Fra and and the Liſe-of Charks 


King of England, 
ml Heir of Seer; a 5 and afier dr Deach of Henry J. 


at 4 nap po as; true, —— e nds 
France. 


— 6 wa 2 —— — - 
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At Troy in Champain he did firſt enj 

My bridal Rio th England — — from Troy; 40 
In Ezgland now that — thou ſhalt have, 

Which once in Champarn famous Henry gave. 

I ſeek not Wealth, three Kingdoms in my Power, 

If theſe ſuffice not, where ſhall be my Dower ? | 
Sad Diſcontent may ever follow her, 45 
Which doth baſe Pelf, before true Love prefer; 


If Titles ſtill could our Affections tye, 


What is ſo great, but Majeſty might buy? 

As I ſeek thee, fo Ki ; p< elire, A 1 
To what ow ou eas ly may ſt aſpire: 50 
That ſacred Fire once warm'd my Heart before, 


+5, 
n it. 
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Of Grandſire, Father, Husband, Son and Brother, 
More thou alone to me than all theſe other. 

Nor fear, my Tudor, that this Love of mine 

Should wrong the Gaunt-born, great Lancaſtrian Line, 
Or make the Englzb Blood, the Sun and 
Repine at Lorain, Bourbon, Alanſon ; 
Nor do I think there is ſuch different Ods, 65 
They ſhould alone be numbered with the Gods: 


— 


Ver. 61. [Nor fear, my Tudor, that this Love of mine, 


Noting the Deſcent of Henry her Husband from Fob: 
which Duke Jabs was firnamed Gaunt, of the City of 
Gaunt in Flanders, where he was born. 


Whoſe bounding 


116 England's Heroical Epiſtles. 


Of Cadwes earth] Ifve reckning us, 
—_—— pes 


= 


82 from 2 
t Latons ng 
4 the Brats of woful 
Our famaus Grandſires, . 
. rl os wp begotten Steed, 
9 Spring, 
Where choſe. fs 050 5 of Memory doth ſing. | 
T claim not all from Henry, but as well 75 
To be the Child of Charles and Jaber 
Nor can I think from whence their Grief ſtould grow, 
That by this Match they be diſparag'd io ; 
When Fobs and de were affy'd, 
Lee 80 
———— | 


70 


To 


d [Wice-Jolm and Longhanke's If — 
Lewell:in, or in orwith, marrie aan, 
1 2 Jon: 


was. baſerbarn. Lemeliis ; ap 
2. ae 


Elinor, Daugheen ta Nine Mert, 
and- Con Eu Long fbavks ; 
—— — | 


7 f — np he Pl 
I Engin , 
The? boaſt the Spoils' of heit viforious Hand 5 
If theſe our ancient Chronicles be true, 
veether af "free from you. 


221. Bf, Folk, 
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Leaving ſuch ſeas*ned Sweetneſs in the Ear, 

The Voice, tho' paſt, the Sound abides ſtill there: 

As when in Niſus Tower lay, 

And on his golden Viol usd to play; | 

The Stones were with ſuch Muſick drown'd, 
As many Years they did retain the Sound. 136 
Let not the Beams, that Greatneſs doth 
Amaze thy 1 


ove, as can the mean'ſt Degree, I 
And the Embraces of a Queen as true W 


As theirs, which think them much advanc'd by you; 
When in our G our Affections crave | 
Sol, 

| 2 
1 45 
Or 


i! 


Lea 
Let 
— ſond Reports to ſuch 780 

ve to as Stories 
And Covenants, wk at boy ant fn. 
Love, my ſweet Tudor, that becomes thee beſt ; 
And to our good Succeſs refer the reſt. 


— . 1 
0 ny an 
— ——üD—U—ö— a 26 —b— — — U — 1 2 
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At awakened from this Dream, 
When Paſſion ſomewhat left ff ww — 


My longing Eyes with their fair Object meet, 
Where ev'r; Liners plack Word is ſweet. 20 
It was not s C onquelt nor is Cour, 
That had Oh war an win me by 1 
Nor was his dreadful Terror-; ſtriki ame, 
The Cauſe that I from Wales to England came; 
For Chriftian Rbodes, and our —ͤ— Truth, 

To great Achievement firſt had won my Youth : 
This brave Adventure did my Valour prove, 
FS 

or came I hi y poor Event, 
But by th' eternal Deſtinies Conſent ; 30 
Whoſe uncom Wiſdom did fore-ſee, 
That pee iage ſhould be link'd to me. 
By our great Merlin was it not ſoretold, 
Ar his holy Propheſies enroll'd, 
When firſt he did of Tudor's Name divine, -- 0 
That Kings and Queens ſhould follow in our Line; 
And that the Helm, the Tudor's ancient Creft, 
Should with the golden Flower de - luce be dreft ; 
As that the our Countri.. chief Renown, 
Should grow with Roſes in the Engli/ſ6 Crown. 49 
As Charles his Daughter, = the Lilly were, 


As Henry's — the bluſhing Roſe you bear ; 
G 


By 


— — | | = 


—ͤ— — 


Ver. 37. [Aud that the Helm, the Tudor's ancient Croft,] 


The Arms of Tudor was three Helmets; whereof he 
ſpeaketh, as a Thing propherically foretold of Merles. 
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Both in your Crown, both in your Cheek 
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By France's Conqueſt, and by England's Oath, 
You are the true-made Dowager of both; 


her, 4 

oin Terber's Love to yours, and yours to Taler p 
caſt no future Doubts, nor fear no Hate, 
When it ſo long hath been fore-told by Fate ; 
And by the all-diſpoſing Doom of Heav'n, 
Before our Births, we to one Bed were giv'n. 50 
No Pallas here, nor ns is at all, | 
When I to Venus yield the golden Ball; 
Nor when the Grecians Wonder I enjoy, 
None in Revenge to kindle Fire in Troy: 
And have not ſtrange Events divin'd to us, 55 
That in our Love we ſhould be proſperous? 
When in thy Preſence I was call'd to 
In lofty Tricks, whilſt I myſelf advance, 
And in a Turn, my Footing fail'd by hap, 
Was't not my Chance to light into your Lap ? Go 
Who would not judge it Fortune's greateſt Grace, N 
Since he muſt fall, to fall in ſuch a Place? 
His Birth from Heav'n, your Tudor not deri ves, 
Nor ſtands on Tip-toes in Superlatives 
Altho' the envious Exgliſb do deviſe, 65 
A thouſand Jeſts of our Hyperbolies ; 1 

b Nor 


Ver. 57. [When in thy Preſence I was call'd to dance,] 


Owen Tudor being a courtly and active Gentleman, 
commanded once to dance before the Queen, in a Turn, 
not being able to recover himſelf, fell into her Lap, 
þ bw d upon a little Stool, with many of her Ladies 
It NET. 
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Nor do I claim that Plot by ancient Deeds, 

Where Phebus paſtures fire-breathing Steeds ; 

Nor do I boaſt my God-made Grandſires Scars, 1 

Nor Gyants Trophies in the Titans Wars; 70 

Nor fain my Birth, your princely Ears to pleaſe, 

By three Nights getting, as was Hercules; 

or do I forge my long Deſcent to run 

From aged Neptune, or the glorions Sun : 

And yet in Wales, with them that famous be, 75 

Our — Bards do ſing my Pedigree; 

And boaſt my Birth from great Cadwal lader, 

From old Caer-Septon, in Mount Pallador; 
„ And 


Ver. 75. [And yet with them in Wales that famous be, 

Our learned Bards, &c.] | 

Theſe Berdb, as they call them in the Britiſb Tongue, 

or as we more properly fay, Bards, were their Poets, 

which kept the Records of Pedigrees and Deſcents, 

and ſung in Oges and Meaſures to their Harps, after 
the old Manner of the Lyr:ick Poets. 


Ver. 55. [And boot my Birth from gr:ot Cadwallader,] 

Cadwallader, the laſt King of the Britains, deſcended 
of the noble and ancient Race of rhe Trojans; to 
whom an Angel appeared, commanding him to go to 
Rome to Pope Sergrus, where he ended his Life, 


Ver. 38. [From old Caer-Septon, ir Mount Pallador ;? 
Caer-Septon, now call'd Shaft, hury, at whoſe Building, 
it was laid, an Eagle prophened, or rather, one named 
| Aquila, 
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And from Ezeon's Line, the South-Wales King, 

My Roar nnn. 
t 

E. , her great Grandam, — . ny 

By true Deſcent from Leolrne the Great, 

As well from Nortb-Wales, as fair Powſand's Seat: 

Thoꝰ for our princely Genealogy, 85 


9 


ta, of the Fame of chit Place, and of the Revrary 
2 he Iſle, the ne Ba bringing back with them 


1 2 


Ver. 59. [ Ard from Eneon's Line, the South-Wales L 
—— e.] 25 


This Escon was flain by the Rebels of Gwentland ; 
he was a notable and worthy Gentleman, who in his 
Life did many notable Acts, r 
or Tuder Maur, of whom deſcended the Princes of 
South-Wales. 


Ver.82. [From ber great Grandam, fair Guenellian ;] 
Gwenellian, the Da 222 Rees e ap 


dern of Seak- 
Anceſtor to O wen Tudor 
Ver. 83. 8 Leokia the Great. 
This is the Lowbelin, call'd Leolinus Magnus, Prinse 
e North- Wales. 


England" Heroical Epiſtles. 


Yet who with Judgments true impartial E 

Shall look _ Iz our Name at firſt Ta” riſe, 
Shall find, that Fortune is to us in 

And why not Tudor, as Plantagenet ? 90 
Nor that Term Croggen, Nick-name of Diſgrace, 

Us'd as a By-word now in ev'ry P | 

Shall blot our Blood, or a Wel/bman's Name, 
Which was at firſt with England's Shame. 
Our valiant Swords our Right did ſtill maintain, 95 
Againſt that cruel, proud, uſurping Dane, 
Buckling beſides in many dang'rous Fi 
With ays, Swetbens, and with Muſcovites ; 
And kept our native now thus 


125 


And to this Da never d our Tongue : 100 
* Gs When 


Ver.g1. [Ner that TermCroggen, Nick-name of Ha) 


In the Voyage that Heary II, made againſt the 
Welchmen, as his Soldiers paſſed Off's Ditch at Crog- 
8 they were overthrown by the Welcbues: 

ich Word Croggen hath fince been uſed to the 
Welchmen's Diſgrace, which was at firſt begun to 
their Honour. | 


The Welchmen be thoſe ancient Britains which, 
when the P:#s, Danes and Saxons invaded here, were 
firſt driven into thoſe Parts; where they have kept 


4. 
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When they which now our Nation fain would tame, 

Subdu'd, have loft their Country and their Name. 

Nor ever could the Saxons Swords provoke 

Our Britains Necks to bear their ſervile Yoke : 

W here Cambria's pleaſant Countries bounded be 105 

With ſwelling Severn, and the haly Dee; 

And fince great Brutus firſt arriv'd. have ſtood, 

The only Remnant of the Trozan Blood. 

Jo every Man is not alloted Chance, 

To boaſt with Henry, to have conquer'd France: 110 

Yet if my Fortunes be thus rais'd by thee, 

This may preſage a further Good to me; 

And our Saint David, in the Britains Right, 

May join with George, the fainted Englz/b Knight; 

And old Caermerden, Merlin's famous Town, 115 

Not ſcorn'd by London, tho? of ſuch Renown. 

Ah; would to God, that Hour my Hopes attend, 

Were, with my Wiſh, brought to defired End 

Blame me not, Madam, tho 1 thus deſiie, | 

Many there be, that after you enquire : 120 

Till how your Beauty in Night's Boſom ſlept, 

What Eye durſt ftir, where awful Henry kept? 

Who durſt attempt to fail but near the Bay, 

Where that all- conqu'ring great Acides lay? ks 
"our 


Ver. 115. [4nd old Caermerden, Merlin“? famous Town.] 

Caer-Marden, or Merlin's Town, ſo called of Merlin's 
being found there. This was -{mbro/s Merlins, whoſe 
Prophefies we have. There was another of thar Name, 
called Merlin Sylreſris, born in Scotland, ſirnamed 
Calidenius, of the Forreſt Cali don, where be prophelicd. 
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Your Beauty now is ſet a royal Prize, 
And Kings repair to cheapen Merchandize. 
If yon but walk to take the breathing Air, 
Oritbia makes me, that I Boreas fear; | 
If to the Fire, Fove once in Lightning came, 
And fair Egina makes me fear the Flame; 
If in the Sun, then fad Suſpicion dreams 
Phebus ſhould ſpread Lucot boe in his Beams; 
If in a Fountain you do cool your Blood, 
Neptune, 1 fear, who once came in a Flood; 
If with your Maids, I dread Apo//o's Rape, 
Who cou ned Cbion in an old Wife's Shape; 
If you do Banquet, Bacchus makes me dread, 
Who ina Grape Erigone did feed; 
And if myſelf your Chamber Door ſhould keep, 
Yet fear I Hermes coming in a Sleep. 
Pardon, ſweet Queen, it I offend in this, 
In theſe Delays, Love moſt impatient is ; 
And Youth wants Pow'r its Ardour — 2 
When Hope already banquets in 
Tho' Henry's Fame in me you ſhall not find, 
Yet that which better ſhall content your Mind ; 
But only in the Title of a King N 
Was his Advantage, in no other Thing : 
If in his Love more Pleaſure you did take, 
Never let Queen truſt Britain for my fake. 
Yet judge me not from Modeſty exempt, 
That I another PLaetor's Charge attempt; 
My Mind, that thus your Favours dare aſpire, 
Shews, that *ris touch'd with a cœleſtial Fire; 
if I'm in Fault, the more is Beaury's blame, 
When the herſelf is Author of the tame: 

6 4 


127 


125 


130 


135 


140 
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All Men to ſome one Quality incline, 
Only to Love is naturally mine. | 
Thou art by Beauty famous, as by Birth, 

ing Earth ; 160 


Ordain'd by Heav'n to cheer the 
Add faithful Love unto your greater State, 
2 be alike in all TP r 
might iſe more, I not . 
But yer ey Kiev, he lov'd not — 41 
And thus I leave, till Time my Faith approve, 
I ceaſe to write, but never ceaſe to love. 166 


es, νμ,ç ee 


ELINOR CoBHAM | 


Duke HUMFREY. 
Duke HUMFREY | 
Elinor CoBnam. 
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TO MY 


Worthy and dearly eſteemed Friend, 


Mr. James Huisn: 


SIR, 


F OUR own natural Inclinalion to Virtue, 
and your Love 19 the Mujes, aſſure me of 
your kind Acceptance of my Dedication. I. is 
ſeated by Cujiom, from <clich wwe are now bold 10 
aſſume Authority, tv bear the Names & our 
Friends upon the Fronts of our Books, as Gentie- 
men uſe to jet their Arms cver their Gates. Some 
ſay, this Die began by the Heroes and brave Sjiri:s 
of the old World, which were deſirous to be thurght 
- 40 
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to patronize Learning; and Men, in Requilal, 
honour the Names of thoſe brave Princes. But, 
T think, ſome after, put the Names of great Men 
1 Books, for er Men ſhould ſay, there 

was ſomething good, only, becauſe, indeed, ther 
Names ſtoad there. But jor mine own Par!, not 
fo diſſemble, 7 find no ſuch Virtue in any of their 
great. Titles to do jo much for any thing of mine, 
and jo let them paſs. Take Knowledge by this, I 
love and in good Faith, worthy of all Love 1 
#hink you, "wits I pray may gal the Place 
of furiber — 


Zours ever, 


Micg Al DRAYTON. 


ELIN OR Boon A M 
T © 
Duke HUM FREY. 


The ARGUMENT. 
Elinor, Der og 1 the Zerd Cobbem 


ician, Hun 4 Prie 
Corcery to make BY the 
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petual Baniſbment to the Ile of Man, from whence e 
writes this Epiſtle. 


MI Ethinks' notknowlhg who theſe Lines ſhould ſend, 


| Thou ftreight turn'ſ over to the latter End; 
Where, thou my Name no ſooner haſt eſpy'd, 
But in Diſdain my Letter caſts afide: 
Why, if thou wilt, I will myſelf deny, 5 
Nay, I'll affirm and ſwear, I am not 1; 
Or if in that thy Shame thou do'ſt perceive, 
For thy dear Sake, lo I my Name will leave. 
And yet, methinks, amaz'd thou ſhould'| not ſtand, 
Kor — ſo much appalled at my Hand; 10 
For my Misfortunes have inur'd thine Eye, 
Long before this, to Sights of Miſery: 
No, no, read on, 'tis I, the very ſame, 
All thou canſt read, is but to read my Shame. | 
Be not difmay'd, nor let my Namc afright, 15 
The worſt it can, is but t' offend thy Sight; 
It cannot wound, nor do thee deadly Harm, 
It is no dreadful Spell, no magick Charm ; 
If the that ſent it, love Duke Humfrey io, 
Is't poſſible her Name ſhould be his Foe? 20 
Yes, I am Elinor, I am very the, | 
Who brought for Dower a Virgin's Bed to thee ; 
| Tho' envious Beauford ſlander d me before, 

To be Duke Humfrey's wanton Paramour. 
And 


Ver. 23. [16d envious Beauford fander'd me before] 
ever born to her. 
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And tho?, indeed, I can it not deny, 25 

To Magick once I did myſelf apply; 

I won thee not, as there be many think, 

With pois'ning Philters, and bewitching Drink: 

Nor on thy Perſon did 1 ever prove 

Thoſe wicked Potions for Jonny Love. 30 

T cannot boaſt, to be rich Holl and's Heir, 

Nor of the Blood and Greatneſs of Baveir? 

Vet Elinor brought no ſoreign Armies in, 

To fetch her back, as did thy Facomzs ; 8 
or 


er. 26. [Te Magick once I did myſelf apply, ] 
Elinor Cobbam was accuſed a ſome that ſought to 
withſtand, and miſliked her Marriage with Duke 
Humfrey, that ſhe practiſed to give him Phzlters, and 
ſuch poiſoning Potions, to make him love her, as the 
was flandered by Cardinal Branford, to have lived, as 


the Duke's Lemman, againſt the which Cardinal the 
exclaimeth in this Epiſtle in the Verſe beſore. 


Ver. 33. [Tet El'nor brought no foreign Armies in, 
To fetch ker back, as did thy Jacomin, 


This was the chief and only Thing that ever touched 
the Reputation of this good Duke, that dotingly be 
married Facomin, or, as ſome call her, Facquet, Daughter 
and Heir to W:/l:am Bavier, Duke of Holland, before 
married, and lawful Wife to Fob» Duke of Brabant, 
then living: Which after, as it is ſhewed in this Verſe 
following. 
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Nor clam'rous Husband follow'd me that fled, 35 
Exclaiming, Humfrey to defile his Bed ; 
Nor waſt thou forc'd the Slander to ſuppreſs, 
2 8 
rabant, nor Burgoyne, claimed me orce, 
Nor ſu'd to Rome, to haſten my Direc ; 
Nor Belgia's Pomp, defac'd with Belgis's Fire, 
The juſt Reward of her unjuſt Defire : 
N Bedford's Spouſe, your noble Siſter Anne, 
That princely iflued great Burgoni an, | 
Need ſtand with me, to move a Woman's Strife, 45 
To yield the Place to the Protector's Wife ; 
If Cobbam's Name my Birth can dignify, 
Or Sterborough renown my Family. 
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Should after ſee me, mayl'd up in a 
Do ſhameful Pennance three imes in the Street? 60 
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Who elſe, next Henry, ſhould the Realm prefer, 
If it allow the Line of Lancaſter * 
But Rayzer's Daughter muft from Frarre be ſet, 
And with a Vengance on our I brone te let. 
Maus, Main, and Anjou, on that Beggar caſt, 75 
To bring her home to England in ſuch baſte: 
And what for Herry thou haſt labour'd there, 
To join the King with Arminact's rich Heir, 
Muit all be daſh'd, as no ſuch Thing had been. 
Pool needs muſt have his Darling made a Queen; 80 
How ſhould he with our Princes elſe be plac d, 
To have his Earlſhip with a Dukedom grac'd ; 
And raiſe the Offspring of his Blood ſo high, 
As Lords of us and our Poſterity? | 3 
©, that by Sea when he to France was ſent, 8 
The Ship had ſunk, wherein the Traytor went ; 
Or that the Sands had ſwallow'd her, before 
She e'er ſet Foot upon the Engl; Shore! 
But all is well, nay, we have Store to give, 
What need we more, we by her Looks can live: 90 
All that great Henry by his Da heapt, 
And famous Bedford to his Glory kept, 
Is given back to Rayner all in Poſt; 
And by this Means, rich Normandy is loſt. 
Thoſe which have come as Miſtreſſes of ours, 95 
Have into England brought their goodly Dow'rs ; 
| Which to our Coffers yearly Tribute brings, 
| The Life of Subjects, and the Strength of Kings; 
The Means whereby fair England ever might 
ö Raiſe Power in France, to back her ancient Right: 100 
1 But, ſhe brings Ruin here to make Abode, 
And cancels all our lawtul Claim abroad; 


And 
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And ſhe muſt recapitulate my Shame, 

And give a thouſand By-words to my Name, 

And call me Bedlam, Gib, Witch, Night-mare, Trot, 105 

With all Deſpight that may a Woman ſport. 

Oh, that I were a Witch but for her Sake! 

Faith, then her Queenſhip little Reſt ſhould take; 

I'd ſcratch that Face, that may not feel the Air, 

And knit whole Ropes of Witch-knots in her Hair: 

O how I'd hag her nightly in her Bed, 111 

And on her Breaſt fit like a Lump of Lead; g 

And like a Fairy pinch that dainty Skin 

Her wanton Blood is now ſo cocker'd in ; 

Or take me ſome ſuch known ſamiliar Shape, 115 

As ſhe my Vengeance never ſhould eſcape : 

Were I a Garment, no one ſhould need more 

To ſprinkle me with Neſſus pois'nd Gore; 

It were enough, if the once put me on, 

Tue _ . the Bone: 120 
ere I a Flower, might her Smell delight, 

Tho! I were not the pois'ning Aconree, | 

I would ſend ſuch a Fume into her Brow, 

Should make her mad, as mad as I am now. | 

They ſay, the Druids once lived in this Iſle, 124 

This fatal Man, the Place of my Exile, 


— 


Ver. 125. [They ſay, the Druids once lived in this Ile, ] 


It ſhould ſeem, that there were two Iſlands, both of 
them called Mona, tho' now diſtinguiſhed ; the one, by 
the Name of Man, the other, bye Name 9 


1 
| 
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Abode was in Groves and Woods, whereu 
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Whoſe pow'rſul Charms ſuch dreadful Wonders wrought, 
Which in the Got Iſland Tongue were taught; 

Oh, that their Spells to me they had reſign' 3; | 
W herewith they rais'd and calm'd both Sea and Wind! 
And made the Moon pauſe in her paled Sphere, 13r 
W hilft her grim Dragons drew them thro” rhe Air : 


* == 


nn 


2 — 


both 1 ich, were full of infernal Ceremonies : As ma; 
E I A by kis V made into the hitherm 


— W C ornelius 2 aci tu,. 


Ignorance ; ſo 


Sin Hein, 
Druide were th ks * 

as throughly taught in all Rites thereof : 'Thei 

"wine concerned the Immortality of the Soul, the Con- 

tempt of Deach, and all other Points which _ 

duce to Reſolution, Fortitude, and Magnanimity 


5 
their Name : Their Power extended itſelf to er the 
Souls of Men dos a wh Cake at 
other Spirits, about the Succeſs of Things. 

Platarch, in his nd and Rx 
the Defet of Orac . outmoſt 
Britif6 Iles were the Priſon of a fort of ſictious Demi- 
+ But there is no need to any farther of the 
ide, than that which Lucas doth : 


Er vos barbarices rita, moremque finiſtrum, 
_ Cacroram, Druide — repeti/his ab armis. 


9 o SR. 
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Then helliſn Power, to kill the Plow-man's Seed, 

Or to fore · ſpeak whole Flocks, as they did feed ; 

To nurſe a damned Spirit with human Blood, 136 

To carry them thro' Earth, Air, Fire and Flood: 

Had I this Skill, that Time hath almoſt loſt, 

= O_o 3 ? 

O pardon my miſgovern' . 

A — 8 cannot endure — 140 

Did not the Heav'ns her coming in wi 

As tho? affrighted when ſhe came to Land? 

The Earth did quake, her Coming to abide ; 

The goodly Thames did twice keep back his Tide; 

Paul*s with Tempeſts,and that mounting Spire, 145 

With Light'ning ſent from Heav'n, was ſet on Fire; 

Our ſtately Buildings to the Ground were blown, 

Her Pride by theſe prodi K 

More fearful Viſions on the Exgiz6 Earth, | 

ever were at any Death, or Birth. 150 

Ah , Humfrey, if 1 ſhould not ſpeak, 

My B would ſplit, my very Heart would break. 
that was wont ſo many to 

orſe now than with a Clap-diſh in my Hand; 


Ver. 141. [Did not the Heav'ns ber coming in with, 


Noting the igious and fearful Si 
ben in Ede — 
Elisor ex 


a little before her coming in: Which 
Danger ſhould enſue vpon this unlucky Marriage. 


in this Epiſtle, 


My Curſe pu 
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That from my State a Preſence held in awe, 
Glad here to kennel in a Pad of Straw ; 
And like an Owl, by Night to go abroad, 
Rooſted all Day within an Ivy Tod, 

Among the Sea-Clitfs, in the dampy Caves, 
In Charnel-Houſes fit, and dwell in Graves. 


160 


Saw'ſt thou thoſe Eyes, in whoſe ſweet chearful Look, 


Duke Humfrcy once ſuch Joy and Pleaſure took? 
Sorrow hath ſo diſpoil'd them all of Grace, 


Thou could'ſt not ſay, this was — EPnors Face: 
| 


Like a foul Gorge, whoſe diſhevell'd Hair, 
With every Blaſt flies glaring in the Air; 

Some ſtanding up like — upon my Head, 
Even like thoſe Women that in Coos are bread: 
My lank Breaſts hang like Bladders left unblown ; 
My Skin with loathſome Jaundize over-grown ; 
So pin'd away, that if thou long'ſt to ſee 

Ruin's true Picture, only look on me. 

Sometime, in thinking of what I have had, 

I from a ſudden Extaſy grow mad : 
Then, like a Bedlam, forth thy EPnor runs 
Like one of Bacchus raging frantick Nuns ; 


Or like a Tartar, when in ſtrange Diſguiſe, 


Prepar'd unto a diſmal Sacrifice. 


That Prelate Beaufort, a foul Ill befal him: 


Prelate faid 1 nay, Devil I ſhould call him: 
Ah, God forgive me, if I think amiſs, 
His very Name, methinks, my Poiſon is : 
Ah, that vile 2 our Profeſſed Foe, 

ue him, whereſoe' er he go; 
That to my Judgment, when I did appear, 


Laid to my Charge thoſe Things that never were 


165 


170 


175 


139 


185 


That 
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That I ſhould know of Bullingbrooke's Intents, 

The Hallowing of his magick Inſtruments ; 190 

That I procured Soutbwell to aſſiſt, | 

Which was by Order conſecrate a Prieſt ; 

That it- was I ſhould cover all they did, 

Which but for him had to this Day been hid. 

Ah, that vile Baſtard, that himſelf dare vaunt, 195 

To be the Son of thy brave Grandfire, Gaunt, 

Whom he but father'd of meer Charity, 

To rid his Mother of that Infamy ; 

Who, if Report of elder Times be true, 

Yet to this Day his Father never knew. 200 

He that by Murthers black and odious Crime, 

To Henrys Throne attempted once to clime, 

Havi ocur'd by Hope of golden Gain, 

A Hand his Sovereign to have ſlain ; | 
Whom 


Ver. 190. [The Hallowing of bis Magick Inſtruments, ] 
The Inftruments which Bullinghbrooke uſed in his 
Conjurations, according to the deviliſh Ceremonies and 
Cuſtoms of theſe unlawful Arts, were dedicated at a 


Maſs in the Lodge in Harnſey Park, by Scutbwell, Prieſt 
of Weſtminſter. | | 


Ver. 203. [ Having procur'd by Hope of g5iden Gain.] 


This was one of the Articles that Duke Humfrey 
urged againſt Cardinal Beauford, That he conſpired 
the Death of Henry V, by conveying a Villain into his 
Chamber, which in the Night ſhould have murthered 


him; but what Ground of Truth he had for the ſame, 
I leave to diſpute. 


— eres os. 
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Whom to his Chamber cloſely he convey'd, 105 
And for that Purpoſe, fitly there had laid; 
Upon whoſe Sword that Prince had dy'd, 
If by a Dog he had not been diſcry'd. 
But now the Queen, her Minion Pool, and he, 
As pleaſes ev'n ſo muſt all Things be; 
England's no for any one beſide; 
is too little to maintain their Pride. 
What, of a King, hath Henry, but che Name; 
And now ſcarce that, ſo publick his Defame ? 
1 I do not live the Day, 
thy uin, and the Realm's Decay: 
as ſure as Humfrey ſeems to ſtand, 
ſerv'd from that vile Traytor's Hand. 
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Duke H UMF RET 


ELIN OR COBH AM. 


Ethinks thou ſhouldſt not doubt, I could forget 
Her whom ſo many do remember yet ; 
No, no, our Joys away like Shadows flide, 
But Sorrow ö 
A 


s firm in ry abide; 

Nay, I durſt anſwer, thou do'ſt nothing 

But into Paſſion, 27 by thy Diſtrefſss 

No Eier, no, thy Woes, thy Grief, thy Wrong, 
Have in my Breaſt been Refi too long. 

Oh, when Report in ev'ry Place had ſpread, 

My EL'nor was to Sanctuary fled, 76 

Which curſed Oneley, and the Witch of Eye, 

As guilty of their vile Conſpiracy ; 

The dreadful Spir'ts when they did invocate, 

+ ay 1 wg wa Realm's M* 1 

) enry's e they in Wax had wrought 1 

By which he ſhould have 4 his Death been brought; : 

bat as his Picture did conſume away, 
His Perſon ſo by Sickneſs _ decay : 


Grief, 


* 
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Grief, that before could ne'er my Thought controul, 
That Inftant took Poſſeſſion of my Soul. 20 
Ah, would to God I could forget thine III! . 
As for mine own, let that inflict me ſtill ; 

But that before hath taken too ſure hold: 

Forget it, faid I? would to God I could. 
Of any Woe, if thou haſt but one Part, 25 
I have the Whole remaining in my Heart; 

I have no need, of others to borrow, 
For all 1 have, is nothing elſe but Sorrow. 

No, my ſweet Nell, thou took'ſt not all away, | 
Tho thou went'ſt hence, here ſtill thy Woes do ſtay; 30 
Tho from thy Husband thou wert forc'd to go, 

Thoſe ſtill remain, they will not leave him ſo: 

'F No Eye bewails my Ill, moans thy Diſtreſs, 

= Our Griefs the more, but yet our Debt the leſs ; 

x We owe no Tears, no Mourning Days are kept, 35 
= For thoſe that yet for us have never wept ; 

ns We hold no Obits, no fad Exequies, 

s . the Death-days of unweeping Eyes. 

Alas! good Nell, what ſhould thy Patience move, 
T*upbraid thy kind Lord with a foreign Love? 40 
Thou might'ſt have bid all former Ills adieu, . 


— at A —— — — ns age nv 
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15 Forgot the old, we have ſuch Store of new. 
| [ Did I omit thy Love to entertain, | 
1 With mutual Grief, to anſwer Grief again? 
| Or think'ſt thou, I unkindly did forbear 45 


To bandy Woe for Woe, and Tear for Tear? 
Did I forget, or careleſly neglect 
| Thoſe Shews of Love, that Ladies ſo reſpeR ? 
$ In mournful black was 1 not ſeen to go, 
| By outward Signs t'expreſs my inward Woe? 84 
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Did I thy Loſs not publickly lament, 

Nor by my Looks bewray'd my Diſcontent ? 

Is this the Cauſe? If this be it, know then, 

One Grief conceal'd, more grievous is than ten : 

If in my Breaft thoſe Sorrows ſometimes were, 55 

And never utt'red, they muſt ſtill be there; 

And if thou know 'ſt, they many were before, 

By Time increaſing they muſt needs be more. 

England to me can challenge nothing lent, 

Let her caſt up what is receiv'd, what ſpent ; 60 

If I her own, can the from Blame be free, 

If the but prove a Step-mother to me 

That if 1 ſhould with that proud Baſtard ſtrive, 

To plead for Birth-right my Prerogative ; 

Be that allow'd, I ſhovld not need to fear it, 65 

For then my true Nobility ſhould bear it: 

If Counſel aid, that France will tell, I know, 

Whoſe "Towns lie waſte before the EnglzÞ Foe, 

W hen thrice we gave the conquer'd French the Foil 

At Agincourt, at — and Vernoile 70 
1 2 Ir 


ä 


—_— 


Ver. 50. [A: Agincourt, at Cravant, and Vernoyle.] 


The three famous Battles fought by the Engli/Gmen in 
France Agi - court, by Henry V, againſt the whole Power 
of France ; Cravant, tought by Montacute Earl of Saliſ- 
tury, and the Duke of Burgeyne, againſt the Dolphine 
of France, and Milliam Stuart, Conſtable of Scotland; 
Vernoyle, tought by Jobs Duke of Bedford, againſt the 
Duke of Alanjon, and with him moſt of the Nohility 
of France, Duke Humfr:y an eſpecial Counſellor in all 
theſe Expeditions, | 
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Tf Faith avail, theſe Arms did Henry hold, 

To claim his Crown, yet ſcarcely nine Months old; 

If Country's Care have leave to ſpeak for me, 

Grey _— Youth my ne then 1 * be; 

If People's Tongues gi ve dor to my Fame, 78 
add a Title to Duke Humfrey's — hg 


Tf Toil at home, French T reaſon, Enpgliſs Hate, 
Shall tell my Skill in log the . 

If foreign Travel my Succeſs may try, 
Then Flanders, Almain, Bobeme, Burgundy. 80 
That Robe of Rome proud Beauford now doth wear, 

In every Place ſuch Sway ſhould never bear: 


The Crofier Staff in his imperious Hand, 


To be the Scepter that controuls the Land; 


T hat 


3 Bobeme, Burgundy.] 


Here, remembering the antient Amity which, in his 
Ambaſſies, he — * between the K. of England and 
Segiſmund Emperor of Amain, drawing the Duke of 
Burgoyne into the ſame League, giving himſelf as an 
H for the Duke of St. Omers, while the Duke 
came to Calais to confirm the League. With his many 


other Employments to foreign Kingdoms. 

Ver. $3. [The Crofier Staff in bis inperious Hand.] | 
Henry Reauford, Cardinal of Mincbeſter, that proud 
and haughty Prelate, received his Cardinal's Hat at 
Calais by the Pope's Legate, which Dignity Henry V's 
Nephew forbad him to take upon him, knowing his 
haughty and malicious Spirit unfit for that Robe and 
Calling. 


5 
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That home to England Diſpenſations draws, 85 

Which are of Power to abrogate our Laws ; 

And for thoſe Sums the wealthy Church ſhould pay, 

Upon the needy Comm'nalty to 8 

His ghoſtly Counſels only do adviſe, 

The Means how Langley's ++ 15 may riſe, 90 

Pathing young Henry's unadviſed Ways, 

A Duke of York from Cambrige Houſe to raiſe, 

Which after may our Title undermine, 

Grafred fince Edward, in Gawnt's famous Line, 

Us of Succeſſion falſely to deprive, 98+ 

Which they from Clarence feignedly derive; 

Knowing the Will old Cambrige ever bore, 

To catch the Wreath that famous Henry wore: 

With Gray and Scroop when firſt he laid the Blot, 

From us and ours the Garland ro have pot ; 100 

As from the Marcb-born Morti mer to reign, TO 

9 —_— ſtoutly did 1 | 

When the proud Pierries, haogh ty „and h 

Had ſhar'd the Land by A arts, in three. * 
a 


His 


* — 


8 


Ver. go. [The Means bow Langley's Progeny may riſc.] 
As willing to ſhew, the Houſe of Cambrige to 
be deſcended of Edmund Langley, Earl of York, a 
4 Brother to Fobn Gaunt, his Grand- 


ather, as much as in him Jay, to ſmother the Title 
that the 


— * 


T: "_— made to the Crown, from Lionel 
aunt's elder Brother, by the Daughter 


of Clarence, 
of Mortimer. 
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His Prieſt hood now ſtern Mowbray will reſtore, 105 
To ſtir the Fire that kindled was before ; 

Againſt the Yorki/s that ſhall their Claim advance, 
To ſteel the Point of Norfoli's ſturdy Lance. | 
Upon the Breaſt of Hertford's Iſſue bent, 

In juſt Revenge of ancient Baniſhment. 110 
He doth adviſe to let our Pris'ner go, 

And doth inlarge the faithleſs Scotz/h Foe, 

Giving our Heirs in Marriage, that their Dow'rs, 

May bring Invaſion upon us and ours. 
Ambitious Suffolk ſo the Helm doth guide, 115 
With Beauford's damned Policies ſupply'd ; 


Ver. 105. [Hrs Prie/tbood now ſtern Mowbray doth reftore,] 

Noting the ancient Grudge between the Houſe of 
Lancaſter and N ever ſince Mowbray Duke of 
Norfolk was baniſhed, for the Accufation of Henry 
Duke of Hertford, after that, King of Expland, Father 
to Duke Humfrey: Which Accuſation he came, as a 
Combatant, to have made good in the Liſts at Coventry. 


Ver. 113. Giving our Heirs in Marriage, that theirDow'rs,] 
Janes Stuart, King of Scots, having been long 


Pritoner in England, was releaſed, and took to Wiſe the 


Daughter of Jobs, Duke of Somerſer, Siſter to Fobs, 
Babe of Somerſet, Neice to the Cardinal, and 4 ur. 
of Exeter, and Coufin-German, removed to the King : 
This King broke the Oath he had taken, and became 
aſterward a great Enemy to Erg/and. 
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He and the Queen in Counſel ſtill confer, 
How to raiſe him, who hath advanced her. | 
But my dear Heart, how vainly do I dream, | 
And fly from thee, whoſe Sorrows are my Theam ? 129 
My Love to thee, and England thus divided, 
Which hath the moſt, how hard to be decided ? 
Or thou, or that, to cenſure I am loath, 
So near are you, ſo dear unto me both; 
'Twixt that and thee, for equal Love I find, 123 
England ingrateful, and my EPeor kind. 
But tho* my Country juſtly I reprove, 
Yet I for that, neglected have my Love; 
Nevertheleſs, thy Humfrey's to thee now, 
As when freſh Beauty triumph'd on thy Brow ; 130 
As when thy Graces I admired moſt, 
Or of thy Favours might the frankly'ſt boaſt : 
'T hoſe Beauties were ſo infinite before, 
That in abundance 1 was only poor; 
Of which, tho' Time hath taken ſome again, 
A ask no more — what doth = remain. 
patient, Heart, in thy Diſtreſs, 

Thou art a Frncels not a die he leſs. 
Whilſt in theſe Breaſts we bear about this Liſe, 
I am thy Husband, and thou art my Wiſe. 149 
Caſt not thine Eye on ſuch as mounted be, 

But look on thoſe caſt down as low as we; 
For ſome of them which proudly pearch ſo hie, 
E'er long ſhall come as low as thou or I. 
They weep for Joy, and let us laugh in Woe, 145 
We ſhall exchange when Heav'n will have it ſo; 
We mourn, and they in after-time may mourn, 
Woe paſt, may once laugh preſent Woe to ſcorn. 
| H 4 And 


Wiking thee more than I myſelf can give. 
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Worſe cannot come, than is already paſt : 150 


In all Extreams the only Depth | 

Is that which comforts the Afflicted ſtill. 

Ah, would to God thou could'ſt thy Griefs deny, 

And on my Back let all the Burthen lye 

Or if thou canſt reſign, make them mine own, 155 
Both in one Carriage to be undergone, 

Till we again our Hopes recover, 

And proſp'rous Times blow theſe Misfortunes over: 

For in the Thought of thoſe fore-paſſed Years, 

Some new Reſemblance of old Joy appea 160 
Mutual our Care, ſo mutual be 21 

That our Affliction never can remove: 5 
So reſt in Peace, where Peace hath Hope to live, 


| 


WILLIAM 


Sdssssesssssseseseeeee 


WILLIAM DE-LALPOOLE, 
Duke of Su FFOLR, 
P 
Queen MAR GAR E x. 
A 
Queen MAR OG ARE AT 
1 0 

WILLIAM DE-L 4-POOLE, 

Duke of SUFFOLK. 


eee eee de dene %, 
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To my Honoured Miſtreſs, 
Mrs. Elizabeth Tanfield, 
Z THE 


Sole Daughter and Heir of that famous and 
learned Lawyer, LAuxRNCE T axFitLD,Eiſqz 


ATR and wirtuous Miftreſs, fince firſt it 

was my good Fortune to be a Witneſs of the 

| rare Perſeitions wherewith Nature and 
Education have adorned you, I have teen forced, 

' fence 1hat Time, 10 attribute more Admiration to 
your Sex, than ever Petrarch could before per- 
fuade me 10 by the Praiſes of bis 1 aura. Sweet 
is the French Tongue, more fret the Italian; 
but moſt feveet are they both, if ſpoken by your 


admired 
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admired . If Poeſy were praiſeleſs, your 
Virtues alone were a Subjef ſufficient to make 
it eſtcemed, th among the barbarous Getes: 
By bow much the more your tender Tears give 
— Warrant for your more than Womanlike 
Wiſdom, by ſo much is your Tudgment, and 
Reading, the more to be wondered at. The Graces 
ſhall have one more Siſter by yourſelf, and 
England to her/e!f ſhall add one Muſe more to 
Muſes. I reſt the humble, devoled Servant, 10 
my dear ana modeſt Miſtreſs, to whom I <iſh 
the bappic/i Fortunes I can deviie. 


MicegAEl DRAY TON, 
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WILLIAM DE-L A-POOLE, 
Duke of S v FF O L. k, 


1 0 
Queen MAR GAR E x. 


a. ITY 


* 


The ARGUMENT. 


William De-La-Poole, frf# Marguiſi, and oe 
— = Suffolk, bing A. 725 * 


concluded a 2 
Dau — to * yner, _ 


Maſe, and 
Anjou, who _ 4＋ bad the Title of — of Sicily * 
112. Thrs Marri yy bei made contrary to the 
1 of the 2. e * 
on * into 
25 7 the 

5 of all itain, tbe on bore a continued 


to the te, by means of the Commons, 
baniſbed bim ar the Parliament at Bury, where, 9 
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be bad Fadgment of bis Exile, being then ready to 
depart, be writes back to the Queen this Epiſtle. 


158 


IN my Diſgrace, dear Queen, reſt thy Content, 
—— Health from Sufo/t's Baniſhment : 

Five Years Exile were not an Hour to me, 

But that ſo ſoon 1 muſt depart from thee ; 

Where thou'rt not preſent, word oy = "hy & 

All be exil'd, that live not in thy _ 3 

Thoſe Savages that worſhip the Sun's Riſe, 

Would hate their God, if they beheld thine Eyes ; 

The World's great Light, might'ſt thou be ſeen abroad, 

Would at Noon-tide for ever make aboad, 10 

And force the poor Antipodes to mourn, 

_ Fearing left he would never more return. 

Wert not for thee, it were my great'ſt Exile, 

1 live within this Sea - inviron'd Iſle. 

ole s Courage brooks not limiting in Bands, 15 

But that, great Queen, thy Sov'reignty 

Our Faulcon's Kind cannot the Cage indure, 

Nor Buzzard-like doth ftoop 


Their mounting Brood in open rove, 
Nor will, with Crows, be coup'd within a Grove. 20 
| | | We 
— — 


Vor. 17. [Our Faulcon's Kind cannot the Cage endure,] 


He alludes, in theſe Verſes, to the Faulcon, which 
was the ancient Divice bf the Pooles, — the 
Greatneſe and Haughtineſs of his Spirit, to the Nature of 


this Bird. 
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25 
7 
He is a — chat in himſelf doth reign ; ; 
Fortune's hot'ſt A 
30 
2 . 
Wich 


ver 31. ang tbe ont Veckk 4. | 
To my Diſgrace, &c.] 

The Commons, at this Parliament, thro* Warwick's 
Means, accuſed Suffolk of Treaſon, and urged the Ac- 
cuſation ſo vehemently, that the King 8 was forced to 
exile him for five Years. 


V That 
er. 33. "Cloud E. 


166 England's Heroical Epiſtles. 


With the baſe, vulgar Sort to win him Fame, 35 

To be the Heir of good Duke Humfrey's Name; 

And fo by Treaſon Foning my pure Blood, 

Make his” a mean to raiſe the Nev:7 Brood. 

With Salrsbury, his vile, ambitious Sire, | 

- York's ſtern Breaſt kindling long hidden Fire; 40 
Clarence's Title working to ſu Ge 77 


1 Eagle-Airy of great 


And 


the King, eng him to be deluded, cauſed all the 
— to expulſed — Gaſcopne, and 


Vas. 35. [With the baſe, vulgar Sort to win bim Fame, 
To be the Heir of good Duke Humirey's Name 5 
This Richard, that was called the great Earl of War- 


wick, when Duke Humfrey was dead, grew into exceed- 
ing great Favour with the Commons. 


Ver. 39. [With Salisbury, brs wile, ambitious Sire, 
- York's Sous Breaſt, kindling to bidden Fire ; 


Clarence*s Title, works 27 ant 
A. Tas. 2 uur 
Richard Plantagenet, Duke of Ter, in the Time of 


the Crown, being affiſted by this 
Earl of Falisbury, and Father to the 
who favoured y the 
as Heir to 
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And to this End did my 2 _— 
Thereby to e the raſcal Multitude ; 
Urg'd b 4 Lords to ſpend their Breath, 45 
Crying Revenge for the Protector's Death; 
That ſince the old decrepit Duke is dead, 
By me, of Force, he muſt be murdered. 
they would know who rob'd him of his Life, 


to Edmund of Tangle, Duke of 
oger Morti mer, 
ich Roger was Son and Heir to 
mer, that married the Lady Philip, 
and Heir to Lionel, Duke of Clarence, t 
ing Edward; to whom the Crown, after 
King Richard 11's Death, lineally deſcended, he d 
without Iſſue; and not to the Heir of the Duke 
Lancafter, that was r Brother to the Duke of 
Clarence. Hall. Cap. 1. Tit. Yor. & Lanc. 
Ver.g5.[Urg'd by theſe envious Lords to ſpend their Breath, 
Cale Wo for the ; hos 2 Death ;] 
Humfrey Duke of Glouceſter, and Lord Protector, in 
the 25th Year of Henry VI, by means of the Queen 


and the Duke of Sufo/t, was arreſted by the Lor 
Beaumont, at the Parliament holden at Bury, and the 
fame Night after murdered in his Bed. 


Ver. 49. to 55. [1f cbey would know who rob#d bim, &c.] 
In theſe Verſes he jeſts at the Protector's Wife, who 
being accuſed and convicted of Treaſon, — 


in che fixth Y L the Duke of Bed. 
* ec then Lure General, und 


to _— Digni 
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Who with a Taper walked in a Sheet, 

To light her Shame at Noon thro* London Street ; 
And let her bring her Necromantick Book, 

That foul Hag Fordan, Hun, and Bullingbroke, 

And let them call the Spirits from Hell again, $5 
To know how Humfrey dy'd, and who ſhall rei 

For twenty Years, and — I ſerv'd in France, 
Againſt great Charles and Baſtard Orleance. 


3 
8 Prieſt, t, Fa ile. a Necro- 
mancer, 


2 * . of 
Eye, ſhe had — 4 >= Sm the Ki 

adjudged to perpetual impriſonment 3 in the Iſle of Man, 
and to do Penance openly, in three publick Places in 


Ver. 57. [For twenty Years, and baue I ſerv'd in France? 


271 this Duke of Ss Inu 
having the Lord Talbot L Feels 
and the Lord acute, to aſſiſt him. 


Ver. 58. Again great Charles, and Baſtard Orleance?] 

This was Charles VII, who, after the Death of Henry V, 
obtained the Crown of France, and recovered again 
much of that his Father had loſt. Baſtard Orleance, 
was Son to the Duke of Orleance, begotten cf the Lord 
highly to 1. notable Of- 


* Enemy to the EngliGmen, daily inſeſting them 
with divers Incurſions. | 


WW hes pa 7 


 Twixt Henry and the Pri 


5 þ Ru we wo, 
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And ſeen the Slaughter of a World of Men, 
Victorious now, as hardly uer'd then? 60 
And have I ſeen Vernola's hateful Fields, | 
Strew'd with ten thouſand Helms, ten thouſand Shields, 
Where famous Bedford did our Fortune try, 

Or France, or England, for the Victory? 


_ The fad inveſting of ſo many Towns, 6 


Scor'd on my Breaſt in honourable Wounds ; 

When Mon acute, and Talbot of much Name, 

Under my Enfign both firſt won their Fame : 

In Heat and Ca, all theſe have I endur'd, 5 

To rouze the French, within their Walls immur d; 70 

Thro' all my Life, theſe Perils have I paſt, 

And now CW 6 at aſt? 

Thou know'ſt I, t _—_ y to advance, 

For thee refusgd the 1 of France, 

Brake the Contract Duke firſt did make 76 
Arminack : i 


Only that here thy Preſence I mi 

| me Dela 4 Auj on, — Bn Bain; 
Thy peerleſs Beauty for a Dower to bring, 

As of itſelf fufficient for a King: 


80 
And 


—— 


Ver. 61. [Aud have I ſeen Vernoyla's bateful Held 


T. 1 — Wh rex 
grea was t in inni Vith's 
eign, where molt of the Freach Chivalry were over- 
come by the Duke of Bedford. | 


And when my Speech did ceaſe, 
LD 
ilati Tax : | 


given unto it. 


Ver. 82. [And came myſelf in Perſon fr to Tours, 


- e 
—— 
> — 6 — 
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And from Aumerle withdrew my warlike Powers, 
And came myſelf in Perſon rl. to Tours, 
Th Embaſſadors for Truce to entertain, 
From Belgia, Denmark, Hungary, and Spars : 
And to the King relating of thy Story, 85 
My Tongue flow'd with ſuch plenteous Oratory, 
As the Report by ſpeaking did indite, 
ing fill more raviſhing Delight. 


My Look ſhew'd more than was 
I left mine Eyes dilating on the 


which the Duke of 


Tb'Embaſſadors for Truce to entertain, 
From Belgia, Denmark, Hungary ond Spain 1 


Towrs is 2 City in France, built by Brutus, as he 
came into Britain: Where, in the 21ſt Year of the 
Reign of Henry VI, was appointed a great Diet to be 
kept; whither came Embaffadors of the Empire, Spain, 
to intreat for a tual 


N ASS F 


having the Tirle alone of 
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Then coming of thy Modeſty to tell, | 


In Muſicks Numbers my Voice role and fell; 
And when 


1. 
Of Naples, Szcily, and alem, | 
ron oy rr Birth, 
If thoſe of Heaven could mix with 22 100 
Gracing each Title that I did recite, 
With mellifluous Epithite: 
And leſt him not, till he for Love was ſick, 
Beholding thee in my ſweet Rhetorick. 
A Fifteenth Tax in Franc I freely ſpent, 10g 


nuptial Tournament ; 
Marriage in a Gown, 
was thy Father's Crown ; 


how to honour thee, 
what thy Love gave to me. 


— — 


Ver. 97. [By true Deſcent awe Diadem, 
Of Naples, Sicily, and Jeruſalem, ] 
Aw Duke of Anjou, Father to Queen arer, 
himſelf King of Naples, Sicily, and Fend, 

Ver. 105. [4 fifteenth Tax in France I freely ſpent, ] 
The Duke of Sufo/k, after the Marriage concluded 
between King Henry and 42 — Daughter to Rayner, 
1 whole Fiſteeuth, to fetch her into 


To ſhew their Glory in thine Eye alone; 
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Judge if his Kindneſs have not Power to move, 
ho for his Love's Sake pave away his Love. 
Had he, which once the Prize to Greece did bring, 
Of whom, th' old Poets long ago did A 
Seen thee for England but imbark'd at Drep, 115 
Would over-board have caſt his golden 3 
As too unworthy Ballaſt to be thought, 
To peſter Room, with ſuch Perfection fraught. 
The briny Seas, which ſaw the Ship infold thee, 
Would vault up to the Hatches, to d thee, 220 
And falling back, themſelves in thronging ſmother, 
Breaking for Grief, envying one another : 
When the proud Bark, for Joy thy Steps to feel, 
Scorn'd that the Brack ſhould Kiſs her furrowing Keel, 
And trick'd in all her Flags, herſelf ſhe braves, 128 
Cap'ring for Joy upon the filver Waves ; | 
So like a Bull the Pbenici an Strand, 

ove with Europa ruſhed from the Land, 

pon the Boſom of the Main did ſcud, 
And with his Swanniſh Breaft did cleave the Flood, 130 
Tow'r'd the fair Field, upon the other Side, 
Bearing Apenor's Joy, Phenicia's Pride: 
All heavenly Beauties join themſelves in one, 


Which 


* 


— 


Ver. 115. [Secn thee for England but imbark'd at Diep,] 


Diep is a Town in France, bordering upon the Sea, 
where the Duke of Suyfolt, with Ges 1 Margaret, 


* 
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Which, when it turneth that celeſtial Ball, 135 
A thouſand ſweet Stars riſe, a thouſand fall. 
Who juſtly faich, mine, Baniſhment to be, 
When only France for my Recoufs is free? 


To view the Plains, where I have ſeen ſo oft 


Iand's victorious Engines rais'd aloft ; 140 
When this ſhall be a Comfort in my Way, | 
To ſee the Place, where I may boldly fay, 

Here mi Bedford forth the Waward led, 
Here Talbot charg'd, and here the Frenchmen fled ; 
Here with our Archers valiant Scales did lye ; 145 
Here ſtood the Tents of famous W:llougbby ; 
Here Moxtacute rang d his d 5 

Here march'd we out, and here we made a Stand. 
What ſhould we fit to mourn and grieve all Day, 
For that which Time doth eaſily 
What Fortune hurts, let Suff*rance only heal, 

No Wiſdom with Extremities to deal. 

To know ourſelves to come of human Birth, 

Theſe fad Afflictions croſs us here on Earth. 
A Puniſhment from the eternal Law, 155 
To make us ftill of Heav'n to ftand in awe. | 
In vain we prize that at ſo dear a rate, 

Whoſe Aſſurance bears a Minutes Date. 

Why we idly talk of our Intent, 

When Heav'ns Decree no Counſel can 
When our Fore- ſight not poſſibly can ſhun 
That which the Fates determine ſhall be done. 

Henry hath Power, and may my Life depoſe, 
eas —— 
Then be as chearful, beautious, ro deen, 16 
As in the Court of France we br been ; . 


away? 150 


t? 160 


* 


—— 


„„ „4„% — 
— * EY — * 
- 
22 — 2 ů 


— wb 2 9 * 


P ————— — — — — 2 


— — — —— — —_ - 
„ — * a : 


To n, to entertain his Bride. 176 


Ver. 167. [4s when arriv'd at — Rood, 
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As when arriv'd in Dorcbeſfer's fair Road, 
Where, tor our coming, made aboad ; 
When in mine Arms I brought thee ſafe to Land, 
And gave my Love to Henrys royal Hand: 
The er —— we og with "te King 


At fair long in Banqueting ; 

With ſuch . — as lodg'd in Henry's — 
When he to Londox brought thee from the Pf, 
Thro* golden Cheap, when he in Pomp doth 


170 


Saint ar a Haven Town in the Soutb-Wef Part of 
where the King tarried, expecting the Queen's 
whom from thence he convey'd to Southampton. 


” wwe "T"TS15 
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Queen MAR GAR E T 


1 0 | 
WILLIAM DE-L A-POOLE, 
Duke of SUurFoLKk. 


HAT News, ſweet Poole, look'ſt thou m 
Lines ſhould tell, 

But like the tolling of the doleful Bell, 
Bidding the Death's-man to prepare the Grave? 
Expect from me no other News to have. 
My Breaſt, which once was Mirth's imperial Throne, 5 
A vaſt and defart Wilderneſs is grown : 
Like that cold Region, from the World remote, 
On whoſe breem Seas the Icy Mountains float; 
Where thoſe poor Creatures, baniſh'd from the Light, 
= live impris'ned in continual — * 0 

lo Object ts my Soul's inter yes 
But Divinatfons of fad Tragedies ; ry 
And Care takes up her ſolitary Inn, 
Where Youth and Joy their Court did once beg'n. 
As in September, when our Year reſigns, 18 
The glorious Sun to the cold Wat'ry Signs, g 
(Which thro' the Clouds looks on the Earth in ſcorn,) 
The little Bird, yet to ke the Morn, 


Upon 
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Upon the naked Branches ſets her Foot, 
Leaves then lying on the moſſy Root, 20 


And there a ſilly iripping doth keep, 

As tho” the fain would fing, yet fain would weep ; 
Praifing fair Summer, that too ſoon is gone, 

Or = for _—_ * faſt _— on: 

In this ftrange Pli mourn for thy Depart, L 
Becauſe that Werding cannot eaſe we Heart, by 
No to our Aid, who ftirs the neighb'ring Kings ? 

Or who from France a powerful Army brings ? 

Who moves the Normas to abet our War? 

Or brings in Burgezze to aid Lancaſter ? 30 
Who in the North our lawful Claim commends, 

To win us Credit with our valiant Friends ? 

To whom ſhall I my ſecret Griefs im 
Whoſe Breaft ſhall. be the Cloſet of my Heart ? 

I be ancient Heroe's Fame thou do'ſt revive: 35 
As from all them thyſelf thou didſt derive: 


K 


Ver. 30. [Or brings in Burgoine to And Lancaſter.] 


Philip Duke of Burgcine, and his Son, were always 
great Favourites of the Houſe of Lancafter ; howbeit, 
they often diſſembled both with Lancaſter and York. 


Ver. 31. [Who in the North our lawful Claim commends,] 
To win us Credit with our valiant Friends. 


The chief Lords of the North Parts, in the Time of 
He VI. withſtood the Duke of York at his Riſing, 
giving him two great Overthrows. 


Nature 
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Nature, by thee, both gave and taketh all, 

Alone in Poole ſhe was too prodigal ; 

Of ſo divine and rich a Temper wrought, | 

As Heav'n for thee Perſection's h had ſought. 49 
Well knew King Henry what he pleaded for, 
When he choſe thee to be his Orator ; 

Whoſe Angel-eye, by pow'rful Influence, 

0 h _ more than — 1 : 

That i in Fove would his Sports have try 

He in Cn Miel would only hide * * 
Which in his Love might be of greater Pow'r, 

Than was his Nymph, his Flame, his Swan, his Show's. 
To that Allegiance York was bound by Oath, 
To Henry's Heirs, for Safety of us both; $3 
No longer now he means Record ſhall bear it, 

He will diſpence with Heav'n, and will unſwear it. 

He that's in all the World's black Sin forlorn, 

Is careleſs now how oft he be forſworn ; 

And here of late his Title hath ſet down, 535 
By which he makes his Claim unto our Crown. 


8 
— 


wa that Allegiance York was bound by Ot 
e Henry's Heirs, for Safety of us both ; 
No longer now be means Records ſhould bear it, 


He will difpence with Heaven, and will unfwcar 1. : 


The Duke of York, at the Death of Henry V. and at 
this King'sCoronation, took his Oath to be a true Subject 
to him and his Heirs for ever; but atrerward diſpenſing 
therewith, ciaim'd the Crown as his rightful and proper 
[rherirance. 

i 2 And 
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And now I hear his hateful Dutcheſs chats, 
And rips up their Deſcent unto her Brats, 
And blefleth them as England's lawful Heirs, 
And tells them, that our Diadem is theirs : 60 
And if ſuch hap her Goddeſs Fortune bring, 

If three Sons fail, ſhe'll make the fourth a King. 
He that's ſo like his Dam, her youngeſt Dick, 
That foul, ill-favour'd, crook-back'd Stigmatick, 


3 


1 * 


Ver. 62. [ 1/ three Sons fail, Mell make the Fourth a King. ] 


The Duke of York had four Sons, Edward Earl of 
March, that afterward was Duke of Tor, and King of 
England, when he had depoſed Henry VI. and Edmond 
Earl of Rutland, ſlain by the Lord Clifford at the Battle 
at Wakefield; and George Duke of Clarence, that was 
murder'd in the Tower; and Ricbard Duke of Gloucefter, 
who was (after he had murder'd his Brother's Sons) 
King, by the Name of Richard III. 


Ver. 63. &c. to 68. [He that's ſo like bis Dam, ber 

youngeſt Dick, | 

That foul, ill-favcur'd, crookback'd Stigmatich. &c 
This Richard, whom, ironically, ſhe here calls Dick, 
that by Treaſon, after the Murder of his Nephews, ob- 
tain'd the Crown, was a Man of low Stature, Crook- 
back'd, the Left Shoulder much higher than the Right, 
and of a very crabbed and ſower Countenance ; his Mo- 
ther could not be deliver'd of him ; he was born Tooth'd, 
and with his Feet forward, contrary to the Courſe of 

Nature. 

That 


ati 
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That like a Carkaſs ſtoll'n out of a Tomb, 65 
Came the wrong Way out of his Mother's Womb, 
With Teeth in's Head, his Paſſage to have torn, 

As tho' begot an Age e'er he was born. | 
Who now will curb proud York, when he ſhall riſe ? 


Or arm our Right againſt his Enterprize ? 70 


Who crop that Baſtard Weed which daily grows, 


To over-hadow our Vermillion Roſe ? 
Or who will muzzle that unruly Bear, | 
Whoſe Preſence ſtrikes our People's Hearts with Fear ? 
Whilſt on his Knees this wretched King is down, 2, 
To ſave them Labour, reaching at his Crown, 
Where like a mounting Cedar, he ſhould bear 
His plumed Top aloft into the Air; 
And let theſe Shrubs fit underneath his Shrouds. 
Whilſt in his Arms he doth embrace che Clouds. 80 
O, that he ſhould his Father's Right inherit, 
Yet be an Alien to that mighty Spirit! 

13 How 


— 


Ver. 72. [To over: hade our Vermillion Roſe. 
The red Roſe was the Badge of the Houſe of Lane 


_ cafter, and the white Roſe of York; which by the Mar- 


riage of Henry VII. with EIicabetb, indubitate Heir of 
the Houſe of York, was happily united, 


Ver. 53. [Or who will muzzle that unruly Bear ?] 


The Earl of Warwick, the ſetter up and puller do vn 


of Kings, gave for his Arms the white Bear rampant 
and the ragged Staff. 18 
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How were thoſe Pow'rs diipers'd, or whither gone 
Should ſypathize in Generation? | 
Or what oppoſed Influence had force, 85. 
So much t'abuſe and alter Nature's Courſe ? 

*All other Creatures follow after kind, 

* But Man alone doth not beget the Mind. 

My Daiſy-flower, which once perfum'd the Air, 
Which for my Favour Princes deign'd to wear. 90 
Now in the Duſt lies trodden on the Ground, 

And with York's Garland ev'ry one is crown'd : 

When now his Riſing waits on our Decline, 

And in our Setting, he begins to ſhine ; 

Now in the Skies that dreadful Comet waves, 95 
And who be Stars, but Warwick's bearded Staves? 
And all thoſe Knees which bended once ſo low, 
Grow ſtiff, as though they had forgot to bow ; FER 


* : : ** 4 — I 5 ' Fe” 


— 


Ver. 89. [My Daiſy-flower, which once perfum'd the Air 
; 7 ch for my Favour Princes dergu'd to wear, Ac. 


The Daiſy in French is called Margaret, which was 
Queen Margaret“; Badge, wherewithal the Nobility and 
Chivalry of the Land, at her firſt Arrival, were fo de- 
lighted, that they wore it in their Hats in Token of 


Honour. 
Ver. 96. [ Aud who be Stars bit Warwicks bearded Staves. ] 


The ragged and bearded Staff, was a Part of the Arm: 
belonging to the Earldom of WFarwzh, = 
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And none, like them, purſue me with Diſpite, 

Which moſt have cryed, God fave Queen Margarite. ioo 
When Fame ſhall bruit thy Baniſhment abroad, 

The York; Faction then will lay on load; 

And when it comes once to the Weſtern Coaſt, 

O, how that Hag, Dame El:zor, will boalt ! 

And labour ſtrait, by all the Means ſhe can, 

To he call'd home out of the Iſle of Mas 

To which I know great Warwick will conſent, 

To have ir done by Act of Parliament, 

That to my Teeth my Birth ſhe may defy, 5 

Sland'ring Duke Rayner with baſe ; r ro- 

The only way ſhe could deviſe to grieve me, 

Wanting ſweet Suffo/k, which ſhould moſt relieve me. 
And from that Stock doth ſprout another Bloom, 

A Kenti/b Rebel, a baſe upſtart Groom; FIR 


16; 
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Ver. 110. [Slandering Duke Rayner with baſe Beggary.} 


Rayner, Duke of Anjou, called himſelf King of Naples, 
8:caly, and Feruſalem, who had neither Inheritance, nor 
receiv'd any Tribute from thoſe Parts; and was net able, 
at the Marr r nr > 
ſend her into Exglasd, tho he gave no Dower with ber; 
which by the Dutcheſs of Glouceſter, was often in dif- 

grace, caſt in her Teeth. 


Ver. 114. [A Kentiſh Rebel, a baſe upfhert Groom.} 


This was Fack Cad:, which cauſed the Lari Men 
to rebel, in the 28th Year of King Henry VI. 
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And this is he the White-Roſe muſt preſer, 113 
By Clarence Daughter, match'd with Mortimer. 
Thus by York's means, this Raſcal Peaſant Cade, 
Muſt in all haſte Plantaginet be made: 
For that ambitions Duke ſets all on work, 
To ſound what Friends affect the Claim of Tork, 120 
Wbilſt he abroad doth practice to command, 

And makes us weak by ſtrength'ning Ireland; 

| More his own Power fin ſeeking to increaſe, | 
Than for King Henry's Good, or England's Peace. 
Great Wincheſter untimely is deceas' 125 
That more and more my Woes ſhould be increas'd. 
Beauford, 


. — — 


Ey Clarence Daughter mateb d to 


This Fack Cad:, inſtructed by the Duke of York, 
_ pretended to be deſcended from Mortimer, who married 
LE Pbilip, Daughter to the Duke of Clarence. 
Ver. 122. [And makes us weak by ftrength'ning Ireland. ] 
The Duke of York being made Deputy of Ireland, firſt 
there began to practice his long intended Purpoſe ; and 
ſtrengthening himſelf by all Means poſſible, that he 
might, at his Return into England, by open War, claim 
_ which ſo long before he had privily gone about to 
tain, 
Ver. 125. [Great Wincheſter untimely is decea#d.] 


Henry B-auford, Biſhop and Cardinal of Wincheſter, 
Son to Jobs of Gaunt, begot in his Age, was a * 
an 


Ver. 115, [And this is be the white Roſe 1 prefer, } 
| Ortimer. 
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Beauford, whoſe Shoulders proudly bear up all, 

The Church's Prop, the famous Cardinal. 

The Commons (bent to Miſchief ) never let, 

With France t'uphraid the valiant Somerſet, 130 
Railing in Tumults on his Soldiers Loſs ; 

Thus all goes backwad, Croſs comes after Croſs : 

And now of late, Duke Humfrey's old Allies, 

With baniſh'd EPzor's baſe Accemplices, 
Attending their Revenge, grow wond'rous crouſe, 136 
And threaten Death and Vengeance to our Houſe ; 

And I alone the laſt poor Remnant am, 

T'endure theſe Storms with woful Buckzrgham. 755 
I pray thee, Poole, have Care how thou do'ſt paſs, += 
Never the Sea yet half fo dangerous was; 140 

15 J pray 


lth 


_ —— — __«l 


and ambitious Prelate, favouring mightily the Queen 
and the Duke of S»Zo/k, continually heaping up innu- 
merable Treaſure, in hope to have been Fope, as him- 
felt on his Death-bed con feſſed. 


Ver. 130. [With France U"upbraid the valiant Somerſet. | 

Edmond Duke of Somerſet, in the 24th Year of Hen- 
ry VI. was made Regent of Franco, and ſent into Nor- 
mandy to defend the Englib Territories againſt the 
French Invaſions, but in ſhort Time he Joſt all that King 
Henry V. won ; for which Cauſe the Nobles and Com- 
molis ever after hated him. 


Ver. 138. [Tendure theſe Storms leh woeful Buckingham.) 
Humfrey Duke of Buckingham was 2 great Favourite 
of the Queen's Faction; in the Time of Henry VI. 
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And one foretold, by Water thou ſhouldſt die, 

(Ah! foul befal that foul-Tongue's Prophecy) 

Yet I by Night am troubled in my Dreams, 

That ] do ſee thee toſs'd i i dangꝰrous Streams; | 
And oft-times Shipwreck'd, caſt upon the Land, 145 
And lying breathleis on the queachy Sand ; 


And oft in Viſions ſee thee in the Night, 


Where thou at Sea maintain'ſt a dang'rous Fight, 


And with thy proved Target, en i thy Sword, 


Beat*ſt back the Pyrate which would come aboard. 150 
Yet be not „that I warn thee thus, 

The trueſt Love is molt ſuſpicious. 

Sorrow doth utter what it {till doth grieve : 

But Hope forbids us, Sorrow to believe; | 
And in my Counſel yet this Comfort is, 155 
Ir cannot hurt, altho' I think amifs 

Then live in Hope, in Triumph to return, 

When clearer Days ſhall leave in Clouds to mourn. 

But fo hath Sorrow girt my Soul about, 

That that Word Hope (methinks) comes lowly our, 166 
The Reaſon is, I know it here would reft, 

Where it might ſtill behold rhee in my Breaſt. 
Farewel, ſweer Poole, fain more I would indite. 

Bur that my Tears do blot what I do write. x 

N EDNARD 


r 


| Ver. 147. [nd one faretold, by Water thou Slg dye.] 


The Witch of Eye receiv'd Anſwer from her Spirit, 
that the Duke of Saft mould take heed of Water; 
which rhe Queen ſorewarns him of, as remembering the 
Witch's Prophecy, which afterward came to pats. 
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FE 


de laſt, whoſe Endeavours may rn bow 


Let this Epiſtle, Sir (7 beſeech you) which un- 
_ acknowledge 


8 -V 


TO THE 


RIGHT WORSHIPPUL 


Sir Thomas Munſon, K. 


SIR, 


MONGST many which 
love you, the TI the leaft, = as kd 


hnghly they eſteem 


your noble and kind Diſpoſition. 


worthily wears the worthy Name, 


Aru wh, with the reſt ( ibo much leſs 
for your ſake, do — 
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Houſe of the Munſons. I know true Generoſiiy 
| accepteth what is ⁊ealuu y offered, tho" not ever 


—— — — BR el 


the Love of Ari from 

whe #8 recerveth Roſemblance. The light Phry-- 
gian Harmony ſtirreth Delight, as well as the 
melancholy Dorick moveth Paſſion ; both have 
their Motion in the Spirit, as the Liking of the 
Soul moveth the Affection. Your kind Acceptance 
of my Tazbonr,' ball give me Life to my Muſe, 
which yes bovers in the Uncertainty of the general 
Cenſure. = 


Mi1cuarst DaayTOR, 


E DV ARD IV. 


JANE SHORE. 


The ARGUMENT. 


Edward IV. Son to Richard Dube of York, 


obtained quiet Poſſeſſion of the _ 
Henry VI. ot. Hen in 155 


Sw by — . bearing by 
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of many, the rare and wonderful Beauty of Mrs. Jane 
Shore (/o called of ber Hushand, a Goldſmith in 
Lombard-Street) cometh bimſelf diſguiſed to London, 
to ſee ber; where, after be bad once bebeld ber, be was 
urprized with ber admirable Beauty, tbat not long ar- 
ter be robbed ber Husband of bis deareſt Fewel, but be 
firſt, by thrs Epiſtle, writeth to bis beauteous Para- 


Mou. 


O thee the fair'ſt that ever breath'ſt the Air, 
| From Exgliſb Edward, to the faireſt Fair: 
Ah, would to thy Title were no more. 
That no Remembrance might remain of Sbore, * 
| Io 


Ver. 2. [From Engliſh Edward to the faireſt Fair.] 


Edward IV. was by Nature very Chivalrous, and 
very Amorous, applying his ſweet and amiable Aſpect 
to attain his wanton Appetite the rather, which was ſo 
well known to Lewis the French King, who at their 
Interview invited him to Paris, that, as Comineus reports. 
being taken at his Word, he notwithſtanding broke off 
the Matter, ſearing the Pariſan Dames, with their witty 
Converſation, would detain him longer than ſhould be 
for his Benefit; by which Means d was diſap- 

inted of his Journey; and albeit Princes, whilſt they 
ive, have ing in them but what is admirable; yet 
we need not ane 
Times; for certain it is, that his Shape was excellent, 
his Hair drew near to a Black, making „ 

a Ke 
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To countermand a Monarch's high Deſire, * 

And bar mine Eyes of what they moſt admire! 

Oh! why ſhould Fortune make the City proud! 

To give that more, than is the Court -allow'd? 

Where they (like Wretches) hoard it up to ſpare, 

And do ingroſs it, as they do their Ware. 10 
When Fame firſt blaz'd thy Beauty here in Court, 

Mine Eyes repuls'd it as a light Report : 

But when mine Eyes ſaw what mine Ear had heard, 

They thought Report too niggardly had ſpar'd ; 

And ſtrucken dumb with Wonder, did but mutter, 15 

Conceiving more than it had Words to utter. | 

Then think of what thy Husband is poſſeſs d, 

When I malign the Wealth wherewith he's bleſs'd ; 

* When much Abundance makes the Needy mad, 

„Who having all, yet knows not what is had 3. -W 

Into Fools Boſoms this good Fortune creeps, 

And Sums come in, whilſt the bafe Miter ſleeps, 

If now thy Beauty be of ſuch Eſteem, 

Which all of ſo rare Excellency deem? 

What would it be, and prized at what Rate, 25 

Were it adorned with a Kingly State? 

Which being now but in ſo mean a Bed, 

Is like an un-cut Diamond in Lead, 


8 


Face ſeem more delectable. Tho' the Smallneſs of his 
Eyes full of a ſhining Moiſture, as it took away ſome 
Comelineſs, ſo it much Sharpneſs of Underſtand- 
ing and Cruelty mingled together. And indeed 
Buchanan (that imperious Scor) * him, and other 
of thoſe Times, with Aſfectation of T yranny, as Richard 
III. manifeſtly did. 
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E'er it be ſet in ſome high-prized Ring, 
Or garniſhed with rich Enamelling ; 30 
We ſee the Beauty of the Stone is ſpilt, 
Wanting the gracious Ornament of Gilt. 
When firſt attracted by thy 1 1 Eyes, 
I came to ſee thee in a ſtrange Diſguiſe, 
Paſſing thy Shop, thy Husband cali'd me back, 25 
Demanding what rare Jewel I did lack, 
I want (thought I) one that I dare not crave, ' 
And one, I fear, thou wilt not let me have. 
He calls for Cokere forth, and ſhews me ſtore ; 
Bur yet I knew he had one Jewel more, 40 
And deadly curs' d him, that he did deny it, 
* might not for Love or Money buy it. 
come à Diamond to buy, 
d but ſuch a Luſtre as thine Eye, 
rk pen Treaſure ſerve, my Crown ſhould go, 45 
if any Jewel could be ſo! 
2 at, branched wi thy bluſhing Strains, 


A Ta dut fo — 1 . 
oy rg 7 Lredeem it. 
Ach 7 —_—— 8 
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Ver. 33. bn firſt attracted by thy Heovenly Ezes.] 


Edward's i Defires, with 2 was 
hall 2 in his Off- ſpring 
At is uni Fre in bx Of hn 
2 ſight, that aber leave their Chillen 


what to poſleſs, rig. what to imitate 
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J ſmile to think, how fond the Iralians are, 

To judge their artificial Gardens rare | 
When | rn in thy Cheeks can ſhew them here 55 
Roſes and Lillies growing all the Year : 
The Portugal, that only hopes to win, 
By bringing Stones from fartheſt India in; 
W hen happy Shore can bring them ſorth a Girl, | 
Whoſe Lips be Rubies, and her Teeth be Pearl. 60 
How filly 1s the Polander and Dane, 
I Sane, 

r Skin's u 
Their Chryſtal, as the Diamond doth Glaſs. | 
The fooliſh French, who bring in Traſh and Toys, 65; 
To turn our Wemen Men, our Girls to Boys, 


. LS.” "0 * 


Ver. 61. [How filly is the Polander and ö 
To bring =: Chry/tal from the frozen Main] 


Alluding to their Opinions, who imagine Chryſtal to 
bea Kind of 114 it is likely, they who 


come from the frozen Parts, ſhould bring great Store of 
that tranſparent 8 which is it to be-congeal'd 
with extreme Cold. Whether Chepkiat be Ice, or ſome 
other Liquor, I omit to diſpute, yet by the Examples 
of Amber and there may be ſuch an Induration ; 
for Solinus, out of Pliny, mentioneth, that in the Nor- 
therly Region, a yellow Jelly is taken up out of the Sea 
at low Tides, which he calls Succinum, we Amber; fo 
likewiſe, out of the Liguſtick Deep, a Part of the Medr- 


terraneas Sea, a greeniſh Stalk is which, hatd- 
ned in the Air, becomes wr white or red. 


— 
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That for a Faſhion only ſhall be worn; 


Io ſet his Plate to fale when thou art by; 


— — — —-—-—- — — 


— 
—_—_ 
: 


" Amber notwithſtanding is thought to drop out of Trees, 


as that a Boy's Throat ſhould be cut with the fall of an 
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When with what Tire thou doſt thy ſelf adorn, 


Which tho? it were a Garment but of Hair, 
More rich than Robe, that ever Empreſs ware, "0 
Methinks thy Husband takes his Mark awry, 


When they which do thy Angel-looks behold, 
As the baſe Droſs, do but refoea his Gold, | 
And wiſh one Hair, before that maſſy Heap, 7 
And but one Lock, before the Wealth of Cheap : 
And for no Cauſe elſe hold we Gold ſo dear, 
But that it is ſo like unto thy Hair. 
And ſure, 1 think, Shore cannot chuſe but flout, 

Such as would find the great Elixir out. Re 


as appears by Martial's Epigram. 


Et latet, & Incet Phaetonide condita gutta, 
Ut videatur apis Nec are clauſa ſuo 
Dignum tantorum pretrum tulit ille Laborum 5 
Credi bile eft ipſam fic voluiſſe mori. 


To behold a Bee incloſed in Electrum, is not ſo rare 


Ice-ficle, the which Epigram is excellent, the 18. Lib. 
4. he calls it Phaetontes Gutta, becauſe of that Fable 
which Ovid rehearſeth, concerning the Heliades or Pbae- 
tons Siſters, metamorpoſed into thoſe T whoſe Wl 
Gum is Amber, where] Flies a-lighting, are oftentimes 

tralucently impriſoned, 


”S> 
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And laugh to ſee the Alchymiſts, that choke 
Themſelves with Fumes, and waſte their Wealth in Smoke; 
When, if thy Hand but touch'd the groſſeſt Mold, 
It is converted to refined Gold: 
When their's is barter'd at an eaſy Rate, 85 
Well known to all, to be adulterate; 
And is no more, when it by thine is ſet, 
Than paltry Beugle, or the light- pri zed Jet. 

Let others wear Perfumes, for thee unmeet; | 
If there were none, thou couldſt make all things ſweet. go 
Thou comfortſt ev'ry Senſe with ſweet Re 
To hear, to ſee, to feel, to ſmell, to taſte ; 
Like a rich Ship, whoſe very refuſe Ware, 
Aromaticks, and precious Odours are. 

If thou but pleaſe to walk into the Paws ; 96 
To buy the Cambrick, Callico and Lawn, 
If thou the Whiteneſs of the ſame would prove, 
From thy far whiter Hand pluck off thy Glove; 
And thoſe which buy, as the Beholders ſtand, 
Will take thy Hand for Lawn, Lawn for thy Hand. 100 
A thouſand Eyes, clos'd up by envious Night, 
Do wiſh for Day, but to enjoy thy Sight ; 
And when they once have bleſs'd their Eyes with thee, 
Scorn ev'ry Object elſe, whate'er they ſee ; 
So, like a Goddeſs, Beauty ftill controuls, 


10 
And hath ſuch pow'rful working in our Souls. K 
The Merchant, which in Ttaffick ſpends his Liſe, 
4 m —_—_— ick. a handſome Wiſe; 
unt - ſpoke Cynick, poring on his Book, 
Sometimes ( aſide) at Beauty loves to look; 110 


The Church-man, by whole Teaching we are led, 
Allows what keeps Love in the Marriage - bed; 
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The bloody Soldier, ſpent in dang'rous Broils, 

With Beauty is content to ſhare his _ 

The buſy Lawyer, wrangling in his Pleas, 

Findeth that Beauty gives his Labour Eaſe ; 

The toiling tradeſman, and the ſweating Clown, 

Would have his Wench fair, tho' his Bread be brown; 

So much is Beauty pleaſing unto all, 

That Prince and Peaſant equally do call; 120 

Nor ever yet did any Man deſpiſe it, 

Except too dear, and that he could not prize it. 
Unlearn'd is Learning, artleſs be all Arts, 

If not imploy'd to — thy ſev*ral Parts: 

Poor plodding School-men they are far too low, 125 

Whi Probations, Rules and Axioms go; 

He muſt be ſtill familiar with the Skies, 

Who notes the Revolutions of thine Eyes: 

And by that Skill which meaſures Sea and Land, 

See Beauties all, thy Waiſt, thy Foot, thy Hand; 130 

Where he may find, the more that he doth view, 

Such rare Delights, as are both ſtrange and new; 

And other Worlds of Beauty, more and more, 

** — _ diſcovered before : 

And to thy rare Proportion, to app] 1 

The Lie end Circles in 8 " 

Uſing alone Arithmetick's ſtrong Ground, 

Numb'ring the Virtues that» in thee are found: 

And when theſe all bave done what they can do, 

For thy Perſections, all too little too. 140 


115 


When from the Eaſt the Dawn hath gotten out, 

* And to ſeek thee all the World about, 

Mithin thy Chamber hath ſhe fix'd her Li 

.- Where, but that Place, the World hath all bee Night : 
a | hen 
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Then is it fie, that ev'ry vulgar E 145 
Should ſee Love 8 2 Majeſty ? 
« We deem thoſe Things our Eye do moſt frequent, 
« To be but mean, altho* moſt excellent; 
« For Strangers, fill the Streets are ſwept and ſtrow'd, 
« Few look on fuch as daily come abroad; 150 
Thin much reſtrain'd, do make us much defire them, 
« And ies ſeldom ſeen, make us admire them. 
Nor is it fit, a City-ſhop ſhould hide 
The World's Delight, and Nature's only Pride ; 
But in a Prince's ſumptuous Galle 155 
Hung all with Tiſſue, floor'd wich! Tapeſtry ; | 
Where thou ſhalt fit, and from thy State ſhalt ſee 
The Tilts and Triumphs that are done for thee. 
Then know the Difference (if thou liſt to pug. 
Betwixt a Vulgar and a Kingly Love; 
And when thou find'ſt, as now thou doubt'ſt, che Truck, 
9 thy ſelf impartial Judge of both. 

earts be knit, what helps if not enjoy? 
Dela 1 Doubts, no Cunning to be coy; 
Whiltt lazy Time his Turn to Tarriance ſerves, 165 
Love till grows fickly, and Hope daily ftarves : 
Mean while, receive that Warrant by theſe Lines, 
Which Princely Rule and Sov'reignty reſigns ; 
Till when, theſe Papers, by their Lord's Command, 
By me ſhall kiſs thy {ſweet and lovely Hand. 170 


-FANE 
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JANE SHORE 
EDWARD IV. 


A S the weak Child, that from the Mother's Wing, 
t 


Is taught the Lute's delicious fingering, 
ev'ry Strings ſoft Touch, is mov'd with Fear, 
Noting his Maſter's curious liſt' ning Ear; 
Whoſe trembling Hand, at ev*ry Strain bewreys, 5 
In what Doubt he his new-ſet Leſſon plays 
As this poor Child, ſo fit I to indue, 
At ev'ry Word ſtill quaking as I write. 
Would I had led an humble Shepherd's Lite, 
Nor known the Name of Sbore's admired Wife, 10 
And 


Ver. 9. [Would I bad led an bumble Sbepherd's Life, 
Nor known the Name of Shore's admir'd Wife.] 

Two or three Poems written by ſundry Men, having 
magnified this Woman's Beauty; whom that Ornament 
of England, and London's more particular Glory, Sir Tho. 


e, 
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And liv'd with them, in Country Fields that range, 

Nor ſeen the golden Cheap, nor glitt'ring Change, 

Here, like a Comet gaz'd at in the Skies, : 

Talk of all Tongues, and Object of all Eyes: 

Oft have I heard my Beauty prais'd of many, 15 

But never yet ſo much admired df any; 

A Prince's Eagle-eye to find out that, 

Which common Men do ſe!dom wonder at, 

Makes me to think Affection flatters Sight, 

Or in the Object ſomething exquiſite. 20 
K * US 


Moore very highly hath praiſed her for Beauty, ſhe be- 
ing the | in 5 Time, tho' poor and aged. Her Sta- 
ture was mean, her Hair of a dark brown, her Face 
round and full, her Eye gray, delicate Harmony being 
betwixt each Part's Proportion, and each Proportion's 
Colour, her Body fat, white, and ſmooth, her Counte- 
nance chearful, and like to her Condition. That Pic- 
ture which I have ſeen of her's, was ſuch as ſhe roſe our 
of her Bed in the Morning, having nothing on but a rich 


Mantle caſt under one Arm over her Shoulder, and ſit- 


ting ina Chair on which her naked Arm did lie, What 
her Fathei's Name was, or where ſhe was born, is not 
certainly known; but Shore, a young Man of right 
good Perſon, Wealth, and Behaviour, abandoned her 
Bed after the King had made ber his Concubine. 
Richard III. conlagh 


yard, commanded that no Man ſhould relieve her, 
which the Tyrant did not ſo much for his Hatred to 
Sin, but that, by making his Brother's Life odious, he 
might cover his horrible Treaſon the more cun- 
ningly. | 


er to do Penance in Paul's Churck- 
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« To houſed Beauty ſeldom Report, 
< Fame — on chat which lives in Court. 


Ver. 34. {Might number Rumney's Flowers, or Iis' Fiſh. 


Rumney is that famous Marſh in Kent, at whoſe Side 
Rye, 'a Haven-town, doth ftand. The excellent Exg- 
2 Antiquary Mr. Camden, and Mr. Lambert, in his Pre- 
ambulation,»do make Mention of it. And Marſhes are 
commonly callPd thoſe low Grounds, which abut upon the 
Sea, and from the Latin Word are denominated. I/ is 
here uſed for Tzamefis, by a ſynecduchical Kind of 
8 or by a poetical Liberty, in uſing one ſor ano- 
ther: for it is ſaid that Tbamgſis is compounded of Tame 
and fs, making, when they met, that renowned Wa- 
ter running 3 a City much more renowned than 
that Water: Which being plentiful of Fiſh, is the 
Cauſe allo why all Things elſe are plentiful _— 

&YLOTe- 
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Who doth frequent our Temples, Walks and Streets, 35 
Noting the ſundry Beauties — he meets, 
But thinks that Nature left the wide World poor, 
And made this Place the Chequer of her Store; 
2 — and 3 lately fall'n at Jars 

to vyi onders, ing Stars. 
T hat if but "i — Beauty Houle — 
Some ſacred Muſe, ſome raviſh'd Spirit to write, 
Here might he fetch the true Prometbe n Fire, 
That After-Ages ſhould his Lines admire ; | 
Gathering the Honey from the choiceſt Flow'rs, 4g 
Scorning the wither d Weeds in Country Bow'rs. 
Here in this Garden, only, ſprings the Roſe, 
In ev'ry common Hedge the Bramble grows: 
Nor are we fo turn'd Neapolztan, 
That might incite ſome . words Man tuan, 1 

K 2 10 


5 r —_— 


„ 


1 


Moreover, I am perſuaded, that there is no River in the 

World beholds more ſtately Buildings on either Side 
quite thro', than the Thames, Much is reported of the 
Grand Canal at Venice, for that the Fronts on either Side 


are fo gorgeous. 
Ver. 30. [That might incite ſome feul-moutd Mantuan. 


Mantuan, a Paſtoral Poet, in one of his Eclogue: 
bitterly enveyeth againſt Womankind ; ſome of 
which, by Way of Appendix, might be here inſerted, 
ſeeing the fantaſtick and inſolent Humours of many ©: 
that Sex, deſerve much ſharper Ph yſick, were it not, that 


the 
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To all the World to lay out our Defects, 
And have juſt Cauſe to rail upon our Sex; 
To prink old Wrinkles up in new Attire, 
To alter Nature's Courſe, prove Time a Lyar; 
to Fate abuſe, and Heav'n's juſt Doom reverſe, 55 
On Beauty's Grave to ſet a crimſon Hearle ; 
With a deceitful Foil to lay a Ground, 
To make a Glaſs to ſeem a Diamond: 
Nor cannot without Hazard of our Name, 
In Faſhion follow the Venetian Dame; 60 
Nor the ſantaſtick French to imitate, 
Attir'd half Spaniſb, half tali anate; 
Nor Waiſt, nor Curl, Body nor Brow adorn, 
That is in Florence, or in Genca born. 
But with vain Boaſts how witleſs fond am T, 65 
'Thus to draw on mine own Indignity ? 
And what tho' married when I was but young, 
Before I knew what did to Love belong; 
Yet he which now's poſſeſſed of the Room, 
Crop'd Beauty's Flower when it was in the Bloom, 70 
And goes away enriched with the Store, 
Whilit others glean, where he had reap'd before : 
And he dares ſwear that I am true and juſt, 
And ſhall I then deceive his honeſt Truſt ? 
Or what itrange Hope ſhould make you to affail, 75 
Where the ſtrong'ſt Batt'ry never could prevail? 
Be- like you think; that J repuls'd the reſt, 
To leave a King the Conqueſt of my Breaſt, 
| | And 


they zre grown wiſcr, than to amend for ſuch an 
idle Poet's Speech as Martuan ; yea, or for Euripide; 
himſelf, or Seneca's infexible Hippolitus. 
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And have thus long preſerv'd my Life from all, 

To have a Monarch glory in my Fall; 80 

Vet let me rather die the vileſt Death, 

han live to draw that Sin- polluted Breath. 

But our kind Hearts, Men's Tears cannot abide, 

And we leaſt angry oft, when moſt we chide. 

Too well know Men what our Creation made us, 8g 

And Nature too well taught them to invade us: 

They but too well, know how, what, when, and where, 

To write, to ſpeak, to ſue, and to forbear, 

By Sighs, by Gans by Motions, and by Tears, 1 
hen Vows ſhould ſerve, when Oaths, when Smiles, 

when Prayers. 99 

What one Delight our Humours moſt do move, 

Only in that you make us nouriſh Loye. 

If any natural Blemiſh blot our Face, 

You do proteſt, it gives our Beauty Grace; 

And what Attire we moſt are us'd to wear, 95 

That, of all other, excellent'ſt, you ſwear : 

And if we walk, or fit, or ſtand, or lie, 

It muſt reſemble ſome one Deity ; 

And what you know we take Delight to hear, 

That you are ever ſounding in our Ear; 199 

And yet ſo ſhameleſs, when you tempt us thus, 

Jo lay the Fault on Beauty and on us. 

Rome's wanton Ovid did thoſe Rules impart, 

O, that your Nature ſhould be help'd with Art! 

Who would have thought, a King that cares to reign 
Inforc'd by Love, ſo Poet-like ſhould feign ? 106» 
To ſay that Beauty, Time's ſtern Rage to ſhun, 
In my Cheeks, Lilltes, Wy from the Sun; 

K 3 
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And when ſhe meant to triumpht in her May, 
Made that her Eaſt, and here ſhe broke her Day: 110 
And that fair Summer ſtill is in my Sight, 
And, but where I am, all the World is Night : 
As tho? the Fair'ſt e'er ſince the World began, 
To me a Sun-burnt baſe Egyptian. 

But yet I know more than I mean to tell, 1175 
(O would to God you knew it not too well !) 
That Women oft their moſt Admirers raiſe, 
'Tho? publickly not flatt'ring their own Praiſe. 
Our churliſh Husbands, who our Youth enjoy'd, 
Who with our Dainties have their Stomachs cloy'd, 120 
Do loath, our ſmboth Hands with their Lips to feel, 
T*enrich our Favours, by our Beds to kneel, on. 
At our Command to wait, to ſend, to go, 
As ev'ry Hour our amorous Servants do; 
Which makes, a ftoll'n Kiſs often we beftow, 128 
In Earneſt of a greater Good we owe. 
When he all Day torments us with a Frown, 
Yet ſports with Venus in a Bed of Down : 
Whoſe rude Enibracement but too ill beſeems 
Her ſpan-broad Waiſt, ber white and dainty Limbs ; 130 


And yer ſtill ing Abſtinence of 
When he bintelf of Sy'ry Diſh will eat. 
Blame you our Husbands then, if they deny 


Our publick n+ wy Yew looſe Liberty? 
an 


If with Excepti us debar | 
The Circuit of che publick Theare. * 
To 


—— 


Ver. 136. [The Circuit of the publick Tbeatre.] 
Ovid, a moſt fit Author for ſo diffolute a Sectary, 
| calls 
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To hear the Poet in a comick Strain, 

2 — with his 1 — * * 
A | ung wanton Wits, | | 
The fly Perla on of ſome ſubtle Bawd; 140 
Or paſſionate I jan, in his | 
Acting a Love-fick Paſſion on the Stage: 

When though Abroad reſtraining us to roam, 

They very hardly keep us ſaſe at Home; 

And oft are touch'd with Fear and inward Grief, 143 
Knowing rich Prizes ſooneſt tempt a Thief. | 
What Sports have we, whereon our Minds to ſet ? 

Our Dog, our Parrot, or our Marmuzet ; 

Or once a Week to walk into the Field; 

Small is the Pleaſure that theſe Toys do yield; 150 

But to this Grief a Medicine you apply, 

| 2 cure Reſtraint dy ** ſweet * 1 
nd Sovereignty, t bewitching Thing, 

Ye: made more great, by Promiſe of a King 

4 


IVhen ebough abroad reſtraining us te roam, 
They very hardly keep us ſafe at Home. 


* 
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And more, that Honour which doth moſt intice 185 
The holy'it Nun, and ſhe that's nc'er ſo nice. 
Thus ſtill we ftrive, yet overcome at length, 
For Men want Mercy and poor W omen Strength : 
Yet grant, that we could meaner Men refiſt, 
When Kings once come, they conquer as they liſt, 160 
Thou art the Cauſe, Shore pleaſeth not my Sight, 
That his Embraces give me no Delight; 
Thou art the Cauſe 1 to my ſelf am ſtrange, 
Thy Coming is my Full, thy Set my Change. 
Long Winter Nights be Minutes, if thou here; 16s 
_—_ n — _— be a Year. 

nd thus, by Strength, thou art become my Fate, 
And mak'ſt me love even in the midſt of Hae.” 168 


MARY 


Sana 


M 1 3 
The — Queen, 


c ARLES BR ANDON 
Duke of SFF OK. 
„ 
CH A4RLES BRANDON 
Duke of SurFoLx, 
* WM 
4 4 & # 
The French Queen. 
CCOSTSESTSOUHECOOOCCSD 
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N TO THE 
RiGuT WORSHIPFUL 


Sir HENRY GooODERE, 


Of Powlfworth, K. 


S I R, 


HIS Poem of mine, which 1 imparted to 

you, at m with you r 
ing at London Agr A laſt, ie” yo length 
o Perfeflion ( emboldened by your wonted Fa- 
nl, r Patron of. Thus, 
Sir, you ſee I bave adventured to the World, wirs 
what Like or Diſlike, I know not : If it pleaſe 
e J pray you then he Par- 
taker of - that which 1 ſh 2 
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Good ; if Diſſite, it ſhall I:fſen ſome Part of my 
Grie, if it pleaſe you to allow but of my Love. 
Howſoever, I pray you accept it as kindly as I 
offer it, which, though without many Proteſia- 
bon, yet, 7 aſſure vo, with 1 Deſire of 
ur Honour. Thus, until ſuch Tine as I may in 
Jfome Meajure make known my Love to the ba p- 
py and generous Family cf the Gooderes (0 
which I confeſs my ſelf to be bebolden for the moſt 
Part of my —_— 1 wiſh von all Happi- 


atſs, 


Mick. DRAYTON, 
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= 2. 
The French Queen 

Y 0. : 

CHARLES BRANDON 


Duke of SUFFOLK, 


_— 


The ARGUMENT. 


Mary, the Daughter of that renowned Prince King 
3 VII, being very yon ag at ber Father's Death, was 
ter, by ber Brother King Henry VIII, given in 
tage to Lewis King of France, being a Man old 

and decrepit ; This fair ard beautiful Lady, Jong be- 
fore bad placed ber Affection, on Charles Brandon 
Duke of Suffolk, a brave and couragious young Gen- 
tleman, and an eſpecial Favorite of the King ber _ 

: ber, 
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ther, and a Man raiſed by bin. King Lewis, 

the Husband of the beautiful Queen, died not long af- 
ter be was married, and Charles Brandon _— 
Commiſſion from the King to bring ber back to ww 
land, but being delayed by ſome finiſter Means, | 
French Queen writeth this Epiſtle to baſten the Dub: 

forward on bis zntended Voyage to France. 


| Sack Heath from Heav'n my ſelf may wiſh to me, 
= 


Such Health from France Queen Mary to thee : 
andon, how mak*ft thou Excuſe to ſtay, 
And know'ſt how ill we Women brook delay? 

If one poor Channel thus can part us two, 5 
Tell me, unkind, what would an Occean do ? 

Leander had an Helleſpont to ſwim, 

Yet this from Hero could not hinder him ; 

His Bark, poor Soul, his Breaſt ; his Arms his Oars, 
But thou a Ship to land thee on the Shores : 1@ 
And te to ſamous Kent, doth lie 

The pleaſant Fields of flow' ry Picardy, 

Where our fair Calais, wallel in her Sa 

In kenning of the Cliffy Dover ftands. 
| Here is no Bed/am Nurſe, to pont nor lour, - 
When wantoning, we revel in my Tower ; 

Nor need I top my Turret with a "Light, 
To guide thee to » abs, > os fold by Night ; 
Compar'd with me, wert thou On ſo kind, 


'Thy Sighs ſhould —— — 20 
Buy ch oh Breaft's becalm ** 7 Sighs be her, 
And mine too ſtiff, and blow thy broad Sails back. 


Perhaps thou'lt fay, that I ſhould blame che Flood, 
Becauſe the Wind io full againſt the ftood : 


Nay 
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Nay blame it not, that it did 1 72 25 
For it did chide thee that thou waſt fo flow ; | 
Think not it came to keep thee in the Bay, 
"Twas ſent from me, to bid thee come away: 
But that thou vainly let'ſt Occaſion ſlide, 
Thou might'ſt have wafted hither with the Tide. 30 
If Shen thou com'ſt, 4 ne, 
Blame me not, Brandon, thou haſt thy Vow ; 
Yet if I meant to frown, I might be dumb, 
For this may make thee ſtand in Doubt to come: 


Thou know'ſt what Woe | fulfer'd for thy fake, 
How oft 1 _ of thee my Leave to take ; 


God and thou know'ſt, with what an heavy Heart 
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Nor could refrain, in all the People“ View, 
But cry'd to thee, Sweet Charles, adieu, adieu. 
Look how a little Infant, that has loft 
The Thing wherewith it was delighted moſt, £5 
Weary with ſeeking, to ſome Corner creeps, 
And there, poor Soul, it fits it down and weeps ; 
And when the Nurſe would fain content the Mind, 
Yet ſtill it mourns, for that it cannot find: 
Thus in my careful Cabin did I lie, 55 
When as the Ship out of the Road did flie. 
Think'ſt thou my Love was faithſul then to thee, 
When young Caftzlc to England fu'd for me? 
Be Judge thyſelf, if it were not of Power, 
When I refus'd an Empire for my Dower. 
To England's Court, when once — did bring, 
How theu in France did'ſt revel with the King; 
When he in Triumph of his Vidory, 
Under a rich embroid'red Canopy, 
Enter'd 


Ver. 57. [Think'/ thou, my Love was arthful unto thee, 

— young Caſtile to Eugline = for me.] j 

It was agreed and concluded berwixt Henry VII. and 
Philip King of Caſtile, Son to Maximilian the Emperor, 
that Charles, eldeſt Son of the ſaid Philip, ſhould mar- 
ry the Lady Mary, Goes op to King Henry, when 
they came of Age: Whic —_—_ was afterwards, 
in the eight Year of Henry VIII. annihilated. 4 


Ver. 63. [When be, in triumph of bis Victory, 
nder a rich embrozd'red Canopy, &c.] 
Henry VIII. after the long Siege of Tourney, 
which was delivered to him upon Compoſition, en- 


ter'd 
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Enter'd proud Tourney, which did trembling ſtand, 65 
To beg for dey 6 he conqu'ring Hand; | 
To hear of his Endearments, how I joy'd ? 
But ſee, this Calm was ſudden! deftroy'd. 
When Charles of Caſtile to their — came, 
With him his Siſter, that ambitious Dame, 70 
Savoy's proud Dutcheſs, knowing how long ſhe 
All Means had try'd to win my Love from me; 
Fearing my Abſence might thy Vows acquite, 
To change thy Mary for a Margarite, 
When 


LY 


_—_—_ 


ter'd the City in Triumph, under a Canopy of Cloth 
of Gold, born by four of the chief and moſt noble 
Citizens ; the King himſelf mounted upon a gallant 
—— barbed with the Arms of England, France and 
rel a 8 


Ver. 69. [When Charles of Caſtile there to Banguet came, 
Vith bim, bis Siſter, that ambitious Dame, 
Savoy's proud Dutcheſs ] 


The King being at Tourney, there came to him the 
Prince of Caftzle, and the Lady Margaret, Dutcheſs of 
Savoy, his Siſter, to whom the King gave great Enter- 
tainment. | 


Ver. 71. [Savoy's proud Dutcheſs, knowing bow long B= 
F All + bad try'd to win my Love few ae] 


At this Time there was a Speech of a Marriage to 
be concluded, between C 2 2 


210 England Heroical Epiſtles. 


When in King 's Tent of Cloth of Gold, 
She often did thee in her Arms enfold ; 
Where you were fexſted more deliciouſly, 
Than Cleopatra did Mark Anthony ; 

Where Sports all Day did entertain your Sight, 
And then in Maſs you paſsd away the Night; 
But thou wilt ſay, i 

That we by Nature all are j 

J muſt confeſs tis oft — our aeg 


* But who not loves, 


: ow Love = low N. been By Eye, 
awa i take Jealou 
Tur win ws. Tourney Ade 2 = 
For this who then did ever look ? 
When imiliam to thoſe Wars addreſs' 


75 


P 


LY 
* 


Masks and Banquets, during their. Abode. 


7 Wars 
2 


* the Emperor, with afl his Soldiers, which 


ter ved wore the Croſs of St. 
Henry, George, 


where he feaſted the Prince of Cafzle, 


the Dutcheſs, N 


Ver. go. — Maximilian ro 
s Croſs os bis 


Ki 
with the 2 
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And in our Army let his Eagle fly, 

That view'd our Enſigns with a wond' ring Eye; 

Little „ Fey Bullen firſt was won, 
ould end, what angry War n. 

From which I vow, I yet am free in ht, 

But this alone by Wolſey's Wit was wrought ! 

To his Advice the King gave free Conſent, 

Abe 1 ay be _ 5 

ly Virgin's Ri State could not advance, 

Then, but poor Suffo/kt's Dutcheſs been, 

Now, the great op » ir bwy Chriſtan Queen. 

But I perceive where all thy Grief doth lie, 

Lewis of France had my Varginity : 


98 


He 

Ver. 92. {Aud is our Army ler bis Eagle . 

is uſed for the Tifpleying of E Enſign or Standard. 

WU. _ our Enfigns with a wond'ring 
ye. 

Henry VIII. at his Wars in France, retained the 


and all his Soldiers in Wages, which ferved 
under him during thoſe Wars. 


Ver. 96. [But this alove by Wolſey's Wit was 
wrougbt. ] 


* . —:ꝝ — co - 


To ſee me at St. 


212 England's Feracai Eniftles. 


He had, indeed, but ſhall I tell thee what, 105 
Believe me, Brandon, he had ſcarcely that : 
Good ſeeble King, he could not do much Harm, 
But Age muſt needs have ſomething that is warm; 
* Small __ God knows, do quench that heatleſs 
ire, 

When all the Strength is only in Deſire. 110 
And 1 could tell, if Modeſty might tell, 
There's ſomething elſe that pleaſeth Lovers well; 
To reſt his Cheek upon my ſofter Cheek, 
Was all he had, and more he did not ſeek 
So might the little Baby clip the Nurſe, 118 
And it content, ſhe ne'er a whit the worſe : 
Then think this Brandon, if that make thee frown, 
He on my Head, for Maidenhead, ſet a Crown. 
Who would not change, a Kingdom for a Kiſs ? 
Hard were the Heart that would not yield him this; 120 
And Time yet half fo ſwiftly doth not pals, | 
Nor yet full five Months older then I was. 

When thou to France conducted waſt by Fame, 
With many 2 which from all Countries came, 


on my Throne, 12 
Where Leuis held my Coronation ; a 
Where the proud Dauphine, for thy Valour ſake, 
Choſe thee at Tilt his Princely Part to take, 


When 
Ver. 127. [Where the proud Dauphine, for thy Valour 


ate, 

| Choſe thee at Tilt bis Princely Part to take.] 
Francis Duke of Valors, and Dauphine of France, at 
the Marriage of the Lady Mary, in Honour thereof 
| pro- 
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When as the Sta ves upon thy Cask did light, 

Grieved therewith, I turn'd away my Siohe, 130 

And ſpake aloud, when I mw forgot, 

'Tis my ſweet Charles, my Brandon, hurt him not : 

But when I ſear'd the King perceived this, 

Good filly Man I pleas'd him with a Kiſs, 

And to extol his valiant Son began, 135 

That Furop: never bred a braver Man; 

And when, poor King, he ſimply praiſed thee 

Of all the reſt I ask'd which thou ſhould'ſt be? 

Thus I with him diſſembled for thy fake, | 

on Confeſſion now Amends muſt make. 149. 
bilſt this old King upon a Pallat lies, 

And only holds a Combat with mine Eyes; 

Mine Eyes from his, by thy Sight ſtoll'n away: 

Which might too well their Miſtreſs Thoughts bewray. 

But when I ſaw thy proud unconquer'd Launce 145 

To bear the Prize from all the Flow'r of France; 

To ſee what Pleaſure did my Soul embrace, 

Might eaſily be diſcerned in my Face. 

Lock, as the Dew upon a Damask Roſe, 

How thro' that liquid Pearl his Bluſhing ſhows, 150 

And when the gentle Air breaths on his Top, 

From the ſweet Leaves falls eas'ly Drop by Drop; 

Thus by thy Cheek, diſtilling from mine Eyes, 

One Tear tor Joy another's Room ſupplies. 

Before mine Eye, like Touch, thy Shape did prove, 155 

Mine Eye condemn'd my too, too partial Love; 

But 

proclaimed Juſts ; where he choſe the Duke of S 


da and the Marquiſs of Dorſet, for his Aids at all 
Martial Exerciſes hy 


rr — ———— DE 
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But fince by others I the ſame do try, 

My Love condemns my too, too | Eye. 

The precious Stone, moſt beautiful and rare, 

When with itſelf we only it compare, 160 
We deem all other of that Kind to be 

As excellent, as that we only ſee ; 

But when we judge of i with others by, 

Too credulous we do condemn our Eye, 


: Hin N 1. — orient, and more bigh 165 
* " 


hereon it ſhews its Light. 
— A ye nr wm ng and tall, 
Yer wants the . — 1 art adorn'd withal ; 


Vandome good er os E 

Yet hath not f0r 5 Fa For my 170 
Couragious Bourbon, a ſweet — 2 Face, 

Yet in his Looks lacks Brandon's County Grace. 

Proud Longeville ſuppos d to have no Peer, 

A Man ſcarce made was thought, whilſt thou waſt here. 
The Count SCaint-Paul, our at Arms in France, 1 75 
Would yield himſelf a Squire, to bear thy Lance. 
Galeas and Bounarme, matchleſs for their ight, 
Under thy tow ring Blade have couch'd in Fight. 


If 


Ver. 174 (Gale and Bounarme, , fr te 


Migbe.] 

This Count Galeas, at the: Iuſts, cen with a 
Spear, which was at the Head five Inches ſquare on 
Side, and at the But nine Inches ſquare, where- 

te ſhewed his wond'rous Force and h. 


his Bounarme, a Gentleman of France, at the fame 
Time 
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Tf with our Love my Brother angry be, 5 

II ſay, to pleaſe him, I firſt fancied thee ; 180 

And but to — my Liking to his Mind, 

-— a dawn > oY been bal ſo kind, 

my Love, the Vulgar j no Man, 

— 1 orkiff or Terz _ 

Nor think, that my Affection ſhould be ſet, 188 

But in the Line of great Plantaginer. - 

I mind nat what the idle Commons fay, 

I pray thee, Charles, make Haſte and come away. 

'T> thee what's E land, if I be not there? | 
Or what to me is France, i thou not here? 190 
Thy Abſence makes me for a while, 

But at thy Preſence I ſhould gladly ſmile. 

When laſt of me, his Leave my Brandon took, 

He ſware an Oath, and made my Lips the Book, 

He would make Haſte, which now thou doſt deny ; 195 

Thou art * 4 O — — | 

Sooner would I with greater Sins diſpence, 

Than by Intreaty pardon this Offence. 

But then I think, if I ſhould come to ſhrive thee, 

Great were the Fault that I ſhould not forgive thee, 2c5 

Yet wert thou here, I ſhould revenged be, 

But it ſhould be with too much loving thee. 

Ay, — = gn oy, wn { , * 

i randon, come, ſweet Charles make haſte. 
FEE | CHARLES 


— — 


Time came into the Field, armed at all Points, with 
ten Spears about him: In each Stirrop three, under each 
Thigh one, one under his left Arm, and one in his 
Hand ; and putting his Horſe to the Career, never 
ſtopped him till he had broken every Staff. Hall. 
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CHARLES BRANDON 


Duke of SUFFOLK, 
- T O 


M A R * 
The French Queen. 


TD VU T that my Faith commands me to forbear ; 
The Fault's your own, if I impatient were ; 

Were my Diſpatch ſuch as ſhould be my Speed, 

I ſhould want Time your loving Lines to read. 

Here in the Court, Camelion- like I fare, 5 

And, as that Creature, only feed on Air; | 

All Day I wait, and all the Night I watch, 

And ſtarve mine Ears, to hear of my Diſpatch. 

If Dover were th' Abydos of my Reſt, 

Or pleafant Calais were my Mary's Ce, 

You ſhould not need, bright Queen, to blame me lo, 

Did not the Diſtance, to Deſire fay no: M 


5 em ——ͤ—U — —_— — — 


* — — 


10 
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No tedious Night from Travel ſhould be free, 
Till thro' rhe Seas, with ſwimming till to thee, 
A ſnowy Path I made unto thy Bay, 16 
So bright as is that Nectar- ſtained Way, 
The reſtleſs Sun by travelling doth wear, 
Faſling his Courſe to finiſh up the Year. 
But Paris locks my Love within the Main, 
And London yet thy Brandon doth detain. 29 
Of thy firm Love thou put'ſt me ſtill in mind, 
But of my Faith, not one Word can I find. 
When Longaville to Mary was affy'd, 
And thou by him waſt made King Lew:s Bride, 
Oft have I wiſh'd that thou a Prize might'ſt be, 25 
That I in Arms might combat him for thee ! | 
And in the Madnels of my Love diſtraught, 
A thouſand times his Murther have ſore-thought : 
But that th'All-ſeeing Pow'rs, which fit above, 
* Regard not Madmen's Oaths, nor Faults in Love, 30 
„And have confirm'd it by the Grant of Heaven, 
* That Lovers Sins on Earth ſhould be forgiven ; 
For never Man is half fo much diſtreſs'd, 
As he that loves to ſee his Love poſſeſs'd. 
Coming to Richmond after thy Depart, 35 
Richmond, where firit thou ſto'l'ſt away my Heart, 
Methought it look'd not as ir did of late, 
But wanting thee, ſorlorn and defolate, 
Ver. 23. [When Lo gaville to Mary was d.] 
The Duke of Longaville, who was Priſoner in Eng- 
land, upon the Peace to be concluded between England and 
France, was deliver'd, and married to the Princeſs Mary, 
for Leuis the French King, his Maſter. 
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In whoſe fair Walks, thou often haſt been ſeen, 

Jo ſport with Carb'rine, Henry's beauteous Queen, 40 
Aſtoniſhing fad Winter with thy Sight, 

So that for thee the Day hath put back Night ; 

And the ſmall Birds, as in the pleaſant Spring, 

Forgot themſelves, and have begun to ſing. 

So oft as I by Thames go and return, 43 
Methinks for thee the River yet doth mourn, 

Whom I have ſeen to let his Stream at N 

Which, like an Hand- maid, waited on thy 3 


And if thou hap'ſt againſt the Flood to row, 


5 — Way 3 ebb' d, it B 1 50 
in Drops upon the labou 

For [thee it had ot thee from os Shores. 

The Swans, with Muſick that the Rowers make, 
Ruffing their Plumes, came gliding on the Lake, 

As the ſwift Dolphins, by 4r7on's Strings, 55 
Were brought to Cad, with Syren Raviſhings; 
The Flocks and Herds that Paſture near the Flood, 

To gaze on thee, have oft foreborn their Food, 

And fat down ſadly mourning by the Brim, 

That they by Nature were not made to ſwim. 60 
When as the Polit to Exglard's royal Court, 


Of thy hard Paſſage b:ought the true Report 


How in & Storm thy well-rigg'd Ships were toſs d, 
And thou thyſelf in Danger to be loſt : 
LET I knew 


Ver. 63 [How in a Storm thy well-rigg'd Ships were ref, 
Hind thou, &c. ] | 
As the Queen failed for France, a mighty Storm aroſe 
at Sea, ſo that the Navy was in great Danger, _ — 
vere 
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[ knew *twas Venus loath'd that aged Bed, 65 
Where Beauty ſo ſhould be diſhonoured; 

Or fear'd the Sea-Nymphs haunting of the Lake, 

If thou but ſeen, their Goddeſs ſhould forſake. 

And whirling round her Dove-drawn Coach about, 

To view the Navy then in launching out, 72 
Her airy Mantle looſely doth unbind 

Which tanning forth a rougher Gale of Wind, 

Wafted thy Sails with ſpeed unto the Land, 

And ran thy Ships on Bullorgne's harb'ring Strand. 


How ſhould I joy of thy Arrive to hear? "5 


But as a Sea-fairing Paſſenger, | 

After . r and wrack'd, 

By ſome unpity'ng Pyrate that is fack'd ; | 
Hears the falſe Robber that hath ftoll'n his Wealth, 
Landed in ſome ſaſe Harbour, and in Health, 8 
Inriched with invaluable Store, 

For which he long had travelled beſore. | 
When thou to Aiville held'ft the appointed Day, 
We heard how Lewis met thee on the Way; 


L 2 Where 


— 


ſervered, ſome driven upon the Coaſt of Flanders, ſome on 
Britain : The Ship wherein the Queen was, was driven 
into the Haven at Bullozgne with very great Danger. 

Ver. 83. [When tho to Abiville bed, tVappointed Day.] 


King 


Lewis met her by Abiville, near the Foreſt t 
Arders, and brought her into ie with great Sole m- 
| nity. | 
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Where thou, in glitt'ring Tiſſue ſtrangely dight, 
Appear'd'it unto Lim like the Queen of Light ; . 
In Cloth of Silver, all thy Virgin Train, 

In Beauty ſumptuous, as the Northern Wain; 
And thou alone the foremoſt glorious Star, 
Which led the Team of that great * * 90 

What could thy Thought be, but as 1 did think, 

When thine Eyes taſted what mine Ears did drink? 

A cripple King, laid Bed-rid long before, 

Yet at thy Coming, crept out of the Door : 

*T was well he rid, he had no Legs to go, 95 

But this thy Beauty forc'd his Body to; 

For whom a Cullice had more fitter been, 

hban in a golden Bed a gallant Queen, 

'To uſe thy Beauty, as the Miſer Gold, 

Which hoards it up but only to behold ; 100 

Still looking on it with a jealous K ye, | 

Fearing to lend, yet loving Ulſury : 


O Sa- 


| — 


| Ver. 86. [ Appear'd'f unto bim like the Queen of Light] - 
| Expreſiing the ſumptuous Attire of the Queen and 


fl her Train, attended by the chief of the Nobility of 
| England, with fix and thirty Ladies, all in Cloth of 

| Silver, their Horſes trapped with Crimſon Velvet. | 
| Ver. 93. LA cripple King, laid Bed-rid Jong before.] 

| | | 

| King Lewis was a Man of great Years, troubled much 


| with the Gout, fo that he had long Time before lirth 
| Uſe of his Legs. | | 
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O Sacrilege, if Beauty be Divine, 
The profane Hand to tcuch the hallowed Shrine 
To ſurſeit Sickneſs on the ſound Man's Diet, I 
To rob Content, yet ſtill to live unquiet, 
And having all, to be of all beguil'd, 
And yet till longing like a little Child. 
When Marquiſs Dorſet, and the valiant Grays, 
To purchaſe Fame, firſt croſs'd the narrow Seas, 110 
With all the Knights that my Aﬀeociates went, 
In Honour of thy Nuptial Tournament ; 
Think'ſt thou I joy'd not in thy Beauty's Pride, 
When thou in Triumph did'ft through Paris ride 
Where all the Streets, as thou did'ſt paſs along, 
With Arras, Biſs, and * was hung; 

| | 3 


C3 
WA 


ers 


Tea 


Ver. 109. [When * Dorſet, and the valiant 
rays. | | 


The Duke of Suffolk, when the Proclamation came 
into Exg land, of Juits to be holden in France, at Paris; 
be, for the Queen's ſake, his Miſtrefs, obtained of the 
King to go thither : With whom went the Marquiſs of 
Dorſet, and his four Brothers, the Lord Cliston, Sir 
Edward Nevil, Sir Giles Capel, Thomas Cheyney, which 
went all over with the Duke as his Aſſiſtants. 


Ver. 114. ou - in Triumph didſt through Paris 
ride. 


A true Deſcription of the Queen's ent'ring into Paris: 
aſter her Coronaticn performed at St. 2 | ; 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Ten thouſand gallant Citizens prepar'd, 

In rich Attire thy Princely ſelf to guard. 

Next them, three thouſand choice religious Men, 

In golden Veſtments follow'd on again ; 120 

And in Proceſſion as they came along, 

With Hymen ſweetly ſang thy Marriage-Song, 

Next theſe five Dukes, as did their Places fall, 

With each of them a Princely Cardinal; | 

Then thou, on thy Imperial Chariot ſet, 125 

Crown'd with a rich impearled Coronet ; | 

Whilſt the Pariſias Dames, as thy Train paſt, 

Their precious Incenſe in abundance caſt. 

8 C — —— her r eK 

Op'ning the Weſt, comes ſtreaming thro' the Clouds, 130 

With — Troops of Silver-trefſed Stars, 8 

A on her, as _ — ; 

And all the lefler Lights about hrone, 

With Admiration ſtand as Lookers on; 

Whilſt the alone, in Height of all her Pride, 135 

The Queen of Light along her 8 doth glide. 

When on the Tilt m Horſe like Thunder came, 

No other Signal had I, but thy Name; 

Thy Voice my Trumpet, and my Guide thine Eyes, 

And but thy Beauty, I efteem'd no Prize. 1 
hat 


ꝗ— 


Ver. 123 [Next theſe five Dukes as did their Places 
Jull.] | 


The Dukes of Mlenſor, Bourbon, Vendomſe, Longaville 
Suffolk, with five Cardinals. 
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That large - limb'd Almain of the Giants Race, 
Which bare Strength on his Breaſt, Fear in his Face, 
Whoſe finew'd Arms, with his Steel-temper'd Blade, 
Thro' Plate and Male ſuch open Paſſage made, 

Upon whoſe Might the Frenchmen's Glory lay, 145 
And all the Hope of that victorious Day; 5 
Thou ſaw'ſt thy Brandon beat him on his Knee, 
Otf'ring his Shield a conquer'd Spoil to thee ; 

But thou wilt ſay, perhaps, I vainly boaſt, 

_ 2 thee that which thou _y know'lt. I 56 
| No, ſacred Queen, my Valour I deny, 

It was thy — — my Chivalry : 

One of thy crefled Curls there falling down, 

As loath to be impriſoned in thy Crown, | 

I faw the ſoft Air ſportively to take it, 135 
And into ſtrange and ſundry Forms to make it; 
Now parting it to four, to three, to twain, 

Now twiſting it, then it untwiſt again; 

Then make the Threads to n with thine Eye, 


A Sunny Candle for a golden Fly, -2 


. _- 2 
9 * 


Ver. 141. . ee linbd Almain, of the Grants 
ce. 

Francis Valois, the Dauphine of France, envying the 
Glory that the Ezg/; Men had obtained at the Tilt, 
brought in an Almarn ſecretly, a Man thought almoſt 
of incomparable Strength, which encountered Charles 
Brandon at the Barriers: But the Duke grappling with 
him, ſo beat him about the Head with the Pummel 
* 2 that the Blood came out of the Sight of 

is Cask. 


[ 
| 
4 
Q 
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At length from thence one little Tear it got, 

Which falling down as though a Star had ſhor. 

My up-turn'd Eye purſu'd it with my Sight, 

The which again redoubled all my Might. 

Tis but in vain, of my Deſcent to boaſt ; 165 
When Heav'ns Lamp ſhines, all other Lights be loſt ; 
Faulcons ſeem poor, the Eagle fitting by, 

W hoſe Brood ſurvey the Sun with open Eye: 

Elſe might my Blood find Iſſue from his Force, 

Who beat the Tyrant Ricbard from his Horſe 179 


On Boſworth Plain, whom Ricbmond choſe to wield, 


His glorious Enfign in that conqu ring Field; 
And with his Sword, in his dear Soy'reign's Sight, 
'To his laſt Breath ſtood faſt in Henry's Right. 
Then beauteous Empreſs, think this ſafe Delay, 175 
Shall be the Even to a joyful Day : 
** Fore-ſight doth ſtill on all Advantage lie, | 
* Wiſe-men give Place, forc'd by Neceſſity; _ 
To put back Ill, our Good we muſt « 6 
«« Better firſt fear, than after till to fear. 1 
'Twere Over-ſight in that, in which we aim, 
To put the Hazard on an After- game; 
With Patience then let us our Hopes at 
And, till I come, receive theſe Lines I ſend. 184 
| HENRY 
Ver. 169. [ EIſe might my Blood find Iſſue from bis Force 
bo beat, &c. |] 

Sir William Brandon, Standard-bearcr to the Earl of 
Richmond, after Henry VII. at Beſwortb-Field, a brave 
and gallant Gentleman, who was ilain there by Nicb- 


ard III. this was Father to this Charles Brandon, Duke 
of Suffolk. 25 


80 
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HENRY HOWARD 
Earl of S UR RE TI. 
. TO THE 
Lady GER AL DIN E:; 
AND THE 
Lady GERALDINE 
WW 
HENRT HOWARD 
Earl of SURREY. 
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To my moſt dear FRIEND 


Mr. HENRY Lucas, 
SON TO 


Epwarp Luc as, Eſq; 


SIR, 


2 none have I been more bebolden, than 

ur kind Parents, far, I muff truly 
confeſs, a gy the Meaſure of my Deſerts. Ma- 
ny there be in England, of whom, for ſome Par- 
ticularity, I might juſily challenge greater Me- 
rit, bad I not been born in ſo evil an Hour, 
| #35 


229 England's Heroical Epiſiles. 


| as to be poiſoned with that Gall of Ingratitude * 
| To yourjelf am 1 engaged for many more Curteſies 


than I imagined could ever have been found in one 

+ of fo few Tears: Nothing do I more defire, than 
| that thoſe Hopes of your toward and virtuous 
Touth, may prove jo pure in the Fruit, as they 


hes. o- © 


are fair in their Bloom. Long may you live 10 
their Comfort that+ love vc moſt, and may 1 
ever wiſh the Increaſe of all good Fortunes, 

| Yours ever, 

| 

| | Mick aAkrLI DrayToON. 

0 | 

| 

| 
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HENRYT HOWARD 
Earl of S UR R E 1, 
TO THE 


Lady GERAL DI 


NE. 
The ARGUMENT, 4 


Henry Howard, that truly noble Ear! of Surrey, and 
excellent Poet, falling in Love with Geraldine, de- 
ſcended of the noble Family of the Fit ds of Ire- 
land, a fair and modeſt Lady, and one of the Honor 
able Maids to Queen Catherine Dowager, eternizeth 
ber Praiſes in many excellent Poems of rare and ſundry 
Taventions, and, after ſome few Tears, being determined 
to ſee Italy, tbar famous Source and Helicon of all 
excellent Arts, firſt viſitetb the renowned City of Flo- 
rence, * whence the Gerald's challenge thetr Deſcent, 

from the ancient Family of the Geraldi : There, in Ho- 
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nour of bis Miſtreſi, be advanceth ber Picture, and 
challengeth to maintain ber Beauty by Deeds of Arms 
"4 nf all that durſt appear in the Liſts ; where, after 
t Xx roof” of brs rncomparable Valour, whoſe Arm 
crowned ber Beauty with eternal Memory, le uritetb 
this Epiſtle to bis deareſt Miſtreſs. 


FR OM learned Florence, long Time rich in Fame, 
From whence thy Race, thy noble Grandfires came, 

To famous England, that kind Nurſe of mine, 

'Thy Surrey ſends to heav'nly Geraldine ; 

Yet let not Tuſcan think I do it wrong, | 5 

That I from thence write in my native Tongue, 

That in theſe harſh-tun'd Cadences I ſing, 

Sitting ſo near the Muſes ſacred Spring ; 

But rather think itſelf adorn'd thereby, 

That England reads the Praiſe of Italy. 20 

Tho' to the Tuſcans I the Smoothnels grant, 

Our Dialect no Majeſty doth want, 


To 


Ver. 1. [From learned Florence, Jong Time rich in Fame.] 
Florence, a City of Tuſcany, — upon the Ri ver 
Arnus, celebrated by Dante, Petrarch, and other the 
moſt noble Wits of ſcaly, was the Original of the 
Family, out of which, this Gera/dine did ſpring, as 
Jreland the Place of her Birth, which is intimated by 
theſe Verſes of the Earl of Surrey. | 
From Tuſcan came my Lady's worthy Race, 
Fair Florence was ſometimes ber ancient Seat, 
The Weftern Iſle, whoſe pleaſant Shore doth face, 
Wild Camber's Cliffs, did grve ber lively Heat. 
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To ſet thy Praiſes in as high a Key, 
As France, or Spain, or Germany, or they. 
That Day 1 = the Fore-land of fair Kent, 15 
And that my Ship her Courle for Flanders bent, 
With what Regret, and what a heavy Look, 
My Leave of Englazd and of thee I took, 
I did entreat the Tide, if it might 
But to convey me one Sigh back to thee. 20 
Up to the Deck a Billow lightly ski 
Taking my Sigh, and down again it flips ; 
Into the Gulf, itſelf it headlong throws, 
And, as a Poſt, to Ezgland-ward it 
As 1 fate wond'ring how the rough Seas ſtirr'd, 25 
I might far off perceive a little Bird, 
Which, as ſhe  fain from Shore to Shore would fly, 
Had loſt herſelf in the broad vaſty Sky, 
Her feeble Wing beginning to deceive her, 
The Seas, of Liſe, ſtill gaping to bereave her; 230 
Unto the Ship ſhe makes, which the diſcovers, 8 
And there, poor Fool, a while for Reſuge hovers ; 
And when, at length, her flagging Pinion fails, 

ratling Sails ; 


Panting the hangs upon the 
And being fore d to loſe her Hold with Pain, 35 
Yet beaten off, the ſtrait lights on again, [Weather 


And toſs'd with Flaws, with Storms, with Wi with 
Yet ftill departing thence, ſtill turneth * 
—— — gy now * the Prow doth hear, 
ow on this Side, now now here, now there; 
Methinks theſe Storms ſhould — 12 _ 
The filly; helpleſs Bird is my poor Heart 
The Ship, -to which or Succour it repairs, 
That is yourſelf, regardleſs of my Cares. 
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Of every Surge doth fall, or Wave doth riſe, 
To — one Thing I Gen moralize. * 
When for thy Love, I left the Belgick Shore, 
Divine Eraſmus, and our famous Moore, 
Whoſe happy Preſence gave me ſuch Dehght, 
As made a Minute of a Winter's Night; 50 
With whom a while I ſtay'd at Rotterdam, 
Now ſo renowned by Eraſmus Name. 
Yetevery Hour did ſeem an Age of Time, 
Till I had ſeen that Soul-reviving Clime ; | 
And tho' the foggy Netherlands unfit, $5 
A watry Soil to clog a fieiy Wit; 
And as that wealthy Germany I paſt, 
Coming unto the — Court at laſt, 
Great learn'd Agrippa, fo profound in Art, 
Who the infernal Secrets doth impart, 60 
When of thy Health I did defire to know, 
Me in a Glaſs my Geraldine did ſhow, 


Sick 


Ver. 59. [Great learn'd Agrippa, ſo profound in Art.] 


Cornelius ppa, a Man in his Time ſo famous for 
Magick (which the Books publiſhed by him, concerni 
that Argument, doth partly prove) as in this Place 
no further Rememberance. Howbeit, as thoſe abſtruſe 
and gloomy Arts are but Illufions ; ſo, in Honour of fo 
rare a Gentleman as this Earl (and therewithal ſo noble a 
Poet; a Quality, by which his other Titles receive their 
teſt Luſtre) Invention may make ſomewhat more 
with Agrippa above the barren Truth. 
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Sick in thy Bed, thy Eyes had baniſh'd Sleep, 

By a Wax Taper ſet the Light to keep, 

I do remember thou did'f read that Ode, 65 

Sent back whilſt I in Thanet made abode ; 

Where when thou cam'ſt unto that Word of Love, 

Ev'n in thine Eyes I faw how Paſſion ſtrove ; 

That Snowy Lawn which covered thy Bed, 

5". _ 2 to ſee thy C _ ſo red. 70 
oly C oft changing in my Sight, 

Yer till was red, to ſee 1 2 white; 

The little Taper which ſhould give thee Light, 

* t __ -y my — Eyes ſo bright; 

T hine Eye again ſuppl aper's Turn, 75 

And with his — — brightly made it burn ; 

The ſhrugging Air about thy Temples hurls, 

And thy Breath in little clouded Curls ; 

And, as it did it ſtrait did ſeize it, 

And as it ſunk, it preſently did raiſe it ; 

Canſt thou by Sickneſs baniſh Beauty fo ? | 

Which if put from thee, knows not where to go, 

To make her ſhift, and for her Succour ſeek, 

To every rival'd Face, each bankrupt Cheek ; 

If Health d, thou Beauty ftill do'ſt cheriſh, 85 

If that negle&ed, Beauty ſoon doth periſh. | | 

Care draws on Care, Woe comforts Woe agai | 

Sorrow breeds Sorrow, one Grief brings ck tain 5 

If live or die, as thou do'ſt, ſo do I; 

If live, I live, and if thou die, I die. 70 

One Heart, one Love, one Joy, one Grief, one Troch, 

One Good, one Ill, one Life, one Death to both. 

If Howard's Blood thou hold'ſt as but too vile, 

Or not eſteem'ſt of Norfo/k's Princely Stile; 


te 
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If Scotland's Coat no Mark of Fame can lend, 95 
That Lion plac'd in our bright Silver-bend. 
Which as a Trophy beautifies our Shield, 
Since Scorzfh Blood di ſcolour'd Floden-keld ; 
Ver. 96. [That Lion plac'd in our bright Silver-bend,] 
The Blezon of the Howards honourable Armour, 
was, Gules between fix Croſslets Fitchy a Bend, Argent, 
to which afterwards was added by Atchievement, In the 
Canton Point of the Bend, an Eſcutcheon, or within the 
Scottiſh Treſſure, a Demi-lion, Rampant, Gules, &c. as 
Camd:m, now Clerenceaux, from Authority noteth. 
Never fhall Time, or bitter Envy, be able to obſcure 


the Brightneſs of ſo great a Victory as that, for which 


this Addition was obtained. The Hiftorian of Scotland, 
George Buchanan, That the Earl of Surrey 
ve for his Badge a Silver Lion (which from Antiquity 
| to that Name) tearing in Pieces 4 Lion proftrate 
Gules, and withal, that this which he terms Inſolence, 
was puniſhed in him and his Poſterity, as if it were fatal 
to the Conqueror, to do his Sovereign ſome loyal Ser- 
vice, as 2 ſuch ſevere Cenſurers were never 
able to perform. 
Ver. g8. [Since Scotiſh Blood di ſcalour d Floden-field.] 
The Battle was fought at Bramfon, near Floden-bill, 
being Part of the Chevror, a Mountain that exceedeth 
all the Mountains in the North of Exgland for Bigneſs ; 
in which, the wilful Purjury of Fames V. was puniſhed 
from Heaven by the Earl of Surrey, being left by King 
Henry VIII. then in France before Turin, for &s De- 
Gece of this Realm, 


/ 
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When the proud Chev2of our brave Enfign bare, 

As a rich Jewel in a Lady's Hair, 100 

And did fair Bramfton's neighbouring Vallies choke 

With Clouds of Canons, Fire diſgorged Smoke: 

Or Swrrey's Earldom inſufficient be, 

And __ w__ ſo well contenting thee ; 

Yet am I one © 's Heirs , 0% 

The ſacred Mule challenge me for theirs. * 

By Princes my immortal Lines are ſung, 

My flowing Verſes grac'd with every Tongue; 

The little Children, when they learn to go, 

By painful Mothers daded to and fro, 120 

Are taught my gentle Numbers to rehearſe, 

And have their ſweet Lips ſeaſon'd with my Verſe. 

When Heav'n would ftrive to do the beſt it can, 

And put an Angel's Spirit into a Man, | 

The utmoſt Pow'r it hath, it then doth ſpend, 125 

When, to the World a Poet it doth 1 

That little Diff*rence *twixt the Gods and us, 

By them _— i — only _: 
hom , in Bi in to happy | 

The Sr commit hel Glory to our Praiſe © 120 

T'eternal Life when they diffolve their Breath, 

We likewife ſhare a ſecond Pow'r by Death. 

When Time ſhall turn thoſe amber Locks to grey, 

* . 

And trick them up in knotted Curls ane w, 125 

And to thy Autumn give a Summer's Hue; 

That facred Pow'r that in my Ink remains, 

Shall put freſh Blood into thy wither'd Veins, 

And on thy Red decay'd, thy Whiteneſs dead, 

Shall ſet a White more white, a Red more red; 130 
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When thy dim Sight thy Glaſs cannot diſery, 

Nor thy craz'd Mirror can diſcern thine Eye ; 

My Verſe, to tell th' one what the other was, 

Shall repreſent them both, thine Eye and Glaſs : 
Where both thy Mirrour and thine Eye ſhall ſee, 135 
What once thou faw*ſt in that, thou ſaw'ſt in thee ; 
And to them both ſhall tell the fimple Truth, 

What that in Pureneſs was, what that in Youth. 

If Florence once ſhould loſe her old Renown, | 
As famous Athens, now a Fiſher-Town ; 140 
= Lines for thee a Florence ſhall erect, 
Which great Apollo ever ſhall protect, 
And with the Numbers from my Pen that falls, 
Bring Marble Mines, to re- erect thoſe Walls. 


Nor beauteous Stan bope, whom all Tongues report 145 


To be the Glory of the Engl: Court, 

Shall by our Nation be nk admir'd, 

If ever Surrey truly were expir'd. 

Ver. 145. [Nor beauteous Stanhope, whow all Tongues 


| No be the Glory, &c.] 

Of the Beauty of that Lady, he himſelf teſtifies, in 
an aye ante of ts ent es dance with 
him, which he ſeemeth to allegorize under a Lion and 
a Wolf. And of himſelf he faith : 

A Lion ſaw I late, as white as any Snow. 

And of her, 
I might perceive a Wolf, as white as a Whale's Bone, 
A fairer Beat, of. freſber Hue, bebeld I never none, 
But that ber Looks were coy, and froward was ber Grace 
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And famous Hyar, who in Numbers ſings, 

To that enchanting Tbracian Harpers Strings, 150 
To whom Phebus, the Poets God, did drin 

A Bowl of Nectar, fill'd up to the Brink; | 

And ſweet-tongu'd Bryan, whom the Muſes kept 

And in his Cradle rock'd him whilſt he ſlept, | 

In facred Verſes, moſt divinely penn'd, 258 
Upon thy Praiſes ever ſhall attend. 

What Time I came into this famous Town, 

And made the Cauſe of my Arrival known, 

Great Medices a Lift, for Triumphs built ; 


Within the which, upon a Tree of Gilt, 166 
Which was with Cundry rar Devices ſer, 
I did ere thy lovely Counterſeit, 


To anſwer thoſe Italian Dames Deſire, 
Which daily came thy Beauty to admire: 


By which, my Lion, in his gaping Jaws 
Held up my Laws, and in his dreadful Paws, "65 
| Reacheth 


Ver. 149. [ed famous Wyat, who in Numbers fangs] = 

Sir Thomas Wyat the Elder, a moſt excellent Poet, as 
his Poems extant do witneſs ; beſides certain Encomiu 
written by the Earl of Surrq, upon ſome of David's 
Pſalms, by him tranſlated : | 

What boly Grave, what worthy Sepulchre, 

To W yat's Pſalms a“ Chriſtians purchaſe then ? 
2 „„ 

us: 

What Vertues rare were temper d in thy Breaſt ? 

Honour that England ſuch a Tewel bred, 
Aud kiſs the Ground whereas thy Corps did reſt. 
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Reacheth my Gauntlet unto him that dare 
A Beauty with my Geraldine's compare. 
Which, when each manly valiant Arm affays, 
Aiter ſo many brave triumphant Days, 
The glorious Prize upon my Lance I bare, 
By Heralds Voice proclaim'd to be thy Share ; 
The ſhiver'd Staves, here for thy Beauty broke, 
With fierce Encounters paſt at ev'ry Shock; 
When ftormy Courſes anſwer'd Cuff for Cuff, 
Denting proud Bevers with the Counter- buff 
Upon an Altar, burnt with holy Flame, 
I facrific'd, as Incenſe to thy Fame: 

as the Phoenix from her ſpiced Fume 
Renews herſelf, in that ſhe doth conſume ; 
So from thoſe ſacred Aſhes live we both, 
Ev'n as that one Arabian Wonder doth. 
When to my Chamber I myſelf retire, 
Burnt with the Sparks that Ki all this Fire, 
Thinking of England, which my Hope contains, 
The happy Iſle where Geraldine remains; 
Of Hunſdon, where thoſe ſweet cœleſtial Eyne, 
At firſt did pierce this tender Breaſt of mine; 


770 


175 


180 


185 


Ver. 189. [Of Hunſdon, where thoſe ſweet crleſtial 
Eyne.] . 


It is maniſeſt by a Sonnet, written by this noble Earl, 
that the firſt Time he beheld this Lady, was at Hunſdon. 


Hunſdon did firſt preſent ber to my Eyne. 


Which Sonnet being altogether aDeſcription of hisLove, 


1 do alledge in divers Places of this Gloſs, as Proof of 


what I write. 
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Of Ham 


pton-court, and Windſor, where abound 
All Pleaſures that in Paradiſe were found ; 190 
Near 


Ver. 189. (of, Hampton-Court, and Windſor, where 


oun 
AN Pleaſures, &c.] 
T hat he enjoyed the Preſence of his fair and vertuous 
Miſtreſs in thoſe two Places, by Reaſon of Queen Ka- 
#berine's uſual Abode there, on whom this Lady Geral- 
dine was attending, I prove by theſe Verſes of his: 
Hampton me taught to wiſh ber firſt for mine, 
Windſor, alas ! doth chaſe me from ber Sight. 
And in another Sonnet following : 
When Windſor Walls ſuſtain'd my wearied Arm, 
My Hand, my Ghin, to eaſe my reſtleſs Head. 
And that his Delight might draw him to com 
ſor to Paradiſe, an Elegy may prove ; where 


Wind- 
remem- 


bereth his pafſed Pleaſures in that Place. 
With a "g's Son my childiſh Tears I paſs'd, 
In greater Feaſts than Priam's Son of Troy. 


a And in in the ſame Elegy : ; 
| Thoſe Large green Courts, where we were wont to rove, 
With Eyes caſt up unto the Maiden's Tower, 


With eaſy Sighs, ſuch as Men draw in Love. 
And again in the ſame: 
N The ftately Seats, the Ladies bright of Hue, 


The Dances Sort, long Tales of ſweet Delight. * 
And for the Pleaſantneſs of the Place, theſe Verſes of his 
, may teſtify, in the ſame Elegy before recited: 
f The ſecret Groves which wwe bave made reſound, 
With Silver Drops the Meads yet ſpread for Ruts, 
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Near that fair Caſtle is a little Grove, - 
With hanging Rocks all cover'd from abov | 
Which on the Bank of goodly Thames doth ſtand, 
Clipt by the Water from the other Land; 
Whoſe buſhy Top doth bid the Sun forbear, 195 
Checks thoſe proud Beams, attempt to enter there ; 
Whoſe Leaves ſtill muttering, as the Air doth breath, 
With the ſweet Bubbling of the Stream beneath, 
Doth rock the Senſes, whilit the ſmall Birds ſing, 
Lulled aſleep with gentle Murmuring ; 200 
Where light-foot Faries ſport at Priton-baſe CK 
No Doubt there is ſome Pow'r frequents the Place: 
'There the ſoft Poplar and ſmooth Beach do bear 
Our Names together carved ev'ry where? | 
And Gordian-knots do curiouſly entwine 205 
Or - * of Henry ** — ne. 
et this Grove in Times to c 
Be call'd, The Lowers 375 0b — 3 i 
Whither my Miſtreſs wanted to reſort, 
In Summer's Heat, in thoſe ſweet Shades to ſport: 219 
A thouſand ſundry Names I have it given, 
And call'd it, Wonder-hider, Cover- heaven: 
'The Roof where Beauty her rich Court doth keep, 
Under whoſe Compaſs all the Stars do ſleep. 
There is one Tree, which now I call to Mind, 
Doth bear theſe Verſes carved in his Rinde: 
When Geraldine all fit in thy fair Shade, 
For ber ſweet Treſfſes with perfumed Air, 
Let thy Large Boughs a Canopy be made, 
. To keep the Sun from gazing on my Fair; 220 


Ard 


215 
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Aud when thy ſpreading branched Arms be ſunk, 
And thou no Sap nor Pith ſhall more retain, 

Ev'n from the Duſt of thy unwieldy Trunk, 
T will renew thee, Phenix-like, again, 

And from thy dry decayed Root will Bring 225 
new-born Stem, another Iſon's Spring. 

I find no Cauſe, nor judge 1 Reaſon why, 

My Country ſhould give Place to Lombardy ; 

As _ Flow'rs on Thames rich Bank doth grow, 

As beautify the Banks of wanton Po ; 230 

As many Nymphs as haunt rich Arnus Strand, 

By Silver Sewers tripping Hand in Hand: 


* th. 


Ver. 229. [A. poodly Flow'rs on Thames rich Bank do 
- grow, &c.] | | Y 

I had thought in this Place, not to have ſpoken of 
Thames, being ſo oft remembered by me beſore, in ſun- 
dry other Places, on this Occaſion: But thinking of 
that excellent Epigram, which, as I judge, either to be 
done by the ſaid Earl, or Sir Franris Brian, for the Wor- 
thineſs therect, I will here inſert; as it ſeems to me, 
was complied at the Author's being in Spain. 


Tagus, fare wel, which M.ward with thy Streams 
Turr'ſft up the Grain: if Geld, already try'd, 

For-T with Spur ard Sai go f eł the Thames, 
Againſt the Sun that thews bid wealthy Pride, 

And to the Town that Brutus jought by Dreams, 
Like bended Moon, that lean: her luſty Side, 

To ſeek my Country now, for whom ] live, 

O mighty Jove, for thts the Winds me give. 
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Our Shades as ſweet, 


tho' not to us ſo dear, 

| Becauſe the Sun hath greater Pow'r there: 
This diſtant Place doth give me greater Woe ; 
Far off, my Sighs the farther have to go. 


235 


Ah Abſence! why thus ſnhould'ſt thou feetm ſo long? 
Or wherefore ſhould'ſt thou offer Time ſuch wrong? 


Summer ſo ſoon to ſteal on Winter's Cold, 
Or Winter's Blaſts ſo ſoon make Summer old? 
Love did us both with one-ſelf Arrow ftrike, 


Except thou haſt found out ſome Means by Art, 
Some pow'rful Med'cine to withdraw the Dart ; 
But mine is fix'd, and Abſence being proved, 

It ſticks tou faſt, it cannot be removed. 
Adieu, adieu, from Florence when I go, 

By my next Letters Geraldine ſhall know, 


Which if good Fortune ſhall my Courſe direct, 


From Jenice by ſome Meſſenger expect; 
Till when, I leave thee to thy Heart's Deſire, 
By him that lives thy Vertues to admire. 


Our Wounds both one, our Cure ſhould be the like ; 


245 
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S666 6666666466666 
Lady GE RALD INE, 
1 1 
HENRT HOW ARD 
Earl of SURRE x. 


8 U C H Greeting as the noble Surrey ſends, 
The like to thee thy Geraldine commends ; 
A Maiden's Thoughts do check my trembling Hand, 
On other Terms or Compliments to ftand, - 
Which, might my Speech be as my Heart affords, £ 
Should come attired in far richer Words : 
But all is one, my Faith as firm ſhall prove, 
As her's that makes the greateſt Shew of Love. 
In Cupid's School I never read thoſe Books, 
Whole Lectures oft we practice in our Looks, id 
Nor ever did ſuſpicious rival Eye 
Yet lie in wait my Favours to eſpy; 
My Virgin Thoughts are innocent and meek, 
As the chaſte Bluſhes ſitting on my Cheek 
As in a Fever, I do ſhiver yet. 15 
Since firſt my Pen was to the Paper ſer. 
It 1 do err, you know my Sex 15 weak, 
Fear proves a Fault, rn are torc'd to ſpeak. 
2 De 
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Do I not Ill? Ah! ſooth me not herein; 

Or, if I do, reprove me of my Sin: 20 

Chide me in Faith, or, if my Fault you hide, 

My T will teach myſelf, myſelf to chide. 

Way, noble Surrey, blot it if thou wilt, 

Than too much Boldneſs ſhould return my Guilt : 

For that ſhould be e'en from ourſelves conceal'd, 25 

Which is diſclos'd, if to our Thoughts reveal'd; 

For the leaſt Notion, nay the ſmalleſt Breath 

That may impeach our Modeſty, is Death. 

The Page that brought thy Letters to my Hand, 

Methinks, ſhould marvel at my ſtrange Demand : 30 

For till he bluſh'd, I did not yet eſpy | 

The Nakedneſs of my Immodeſty, 

Which in my Face he plainly might have ſeen, 

But that my Fan I quickly put between ; | 

Yet ſcarcely that my inward Guilt could hide, 35 

Fear ſeeing all, fears it of all is ſpy'd. 

Like to 41 aper lately burning onight, 

But wanting Matter eo maintain his Light; 

The Blaze aſcending, forced by the Smoke, 

_ by that which ſeems the fame to choke; 40 

The Flame ſtill hanging in the Air doth burn, 

Until drawn down, 1t back again return : 

Then clear, then dim, then ſpreadeth, and then clgſeth, 

Now getteth Strength, and now his Brightneſs loſeth ; 

As well the beſt diſcerning Eye may doubt, 45 

Whether it yet be in, or whether out: 

Thus in my Cheek my ſundry Paſſions ſheu'd, 

Now afſhy pale, and now again it glow'd. 

If in your Verſe there be a Pow'r to moy 

Its you alone, who are the Cauſe I love; 380 
| Is 
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Its you bewitch'd my Bſom, by mine Kar; 
Unto that End I did not place you there : 

Airs to afſwage the bloody Soldier's Mind, 

Poor Women, we are naturally kind. 

Perhaps vou think, that I thele Terms enforce, 
For in that Court this Kindneſs is of Courſe ; 
Or that it is that Honey-ſteeped Gall, 

We oft are ſaid to bait our Loves withal, 

That in one Eye we carry ſtrong Deſire, 


in th'other Drops, which quickly quench the Fire. 


Ah! what ſo falſe can Envy ſpeak of us, 
But it ſhall find ſome vainly Credulous ? 
I do not fo, and to add Proof thereto, | 
I love in Faith, in Faith, ſweet Lord, I do; 
Nor let the Envy of invenom'd Tongues 
Which ſtil! is grounded on poor Ladies Wrong, 
Thy noble Breaſt diſaſterly pofleſs, 
3 Lo tag -wadur f ve the leſs. 
y Houſe from Florence 1 do not pretend, 

Nor from thoſe Gerald: claim I to deſcend, 
Nor hold thoſe Honours inſufficient are, 
That I receive from Deſmond or Kildare : 
Nor add | greater Worth unto my Blood, 
TT han ri Milk to give me Infant-food ; 
Nor better Air will ever boaſt to breath, | 

Than that of Lemſter, Munſter, or of Meath ; 
Nor crave I other foreign far Allies, 
Than Windſor's, or Fitzgerald's Families: 


245 


55 


65 


75 


Ver. 78. [Then Windſor's, or Fitzgerald's P 
The Coft of many Kings, which from Time to Time 


| have adorned the Caftle at Minder with their Princely 
| RI Mag- 


3 
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It is enough to leave unto my Heirs, 

If they but pleaſe t'acknowledge me for theirs. to 
To what Place ever did the Court remove, 
But that the Houle gives Matter to my Love? 

At Windſor ftill I ſee thee fit, and walk, 

There mount thy Courſer, there deviſe, there talk 1 i 


_—_— FS 1 


Magnificence, hath made it more Noble, than that it 
need to be ſpoken of now, as tho' obſcure ; and I hold 
it more meet, to refer you to ** Monuments for 
the Founders and Finiſhers thereof, than to meddle with 
Matter nothing to the Purpoſe. As for the Family of 
* —4 2 — — Lady was li- 
neally de ed, igi was Ii, though 
the Branches did ſpread — Fats Tilang Places, 
and Names nothing conſonant, as in former Times it 
was uſual to denominate themſelves of their Manors 
or Fore-names: As may partly appear in that which en- 
ſueth; the Light whereof proceeded from my learned 
and worthy Friend, Mr. Francis Thin. Walter of Wind- 
for, the Son of Oterus, had to Iſſue Milli an, of whom, 
Henry, now Lord Windſor, is deſcended, and Robert of 
N 22 of whom Robert, the now Earl of Eſſex, and 
Gerald of Windſor, his third Son, who married the 
Davghter of Rees the great Prince of Wales, of whom 
came Ne#a, Paramour to Henry I. Which Gerald had 
Iſſue, Maurice Fitzgerald, Anceſtor to Thomas Fitz- 
Maurice, F ag rap of Ireland, buried at Trayly ; leaving 
Iſſue Fo n, his eldeſt Son, firſt Earl of Kildare, An- 
ceſtor to Geraldine, and Maurice, his ſecond Son, firſt 
Earl of Deſmond, | 
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The Robes, the Garter, and the State of Kings, 85 

Into my Thoughts thy hoped Greatneſs brings : 

Non-ſuck, the Name imports, methinks ſo much, 

None ſuch as it, nor as my Lord none ſuch ; 

In Hampton's great Magnificence I find | 

Ihe lively Image of thy Princely Mind; 

Fair Richmond's Tow'rs like goodly Trophies ſtand 
Rear'd by the Pow'r of thy victorious Hand; 

Mpitehallis triumphing Galleries are y. 

Adorn'd with rich Devices of thy Wir; | 

In Greenwich ſtill, as in a Glaſs, I view, as 

Where laſt thou bad'ſt thy Geraldine adieu: | 

With ev'ry little pearling Breath that blows, 

How are my T houghts confus'd with Joys and Woes ; 

As thro' a Grate, ſo thro' my longing Ears 


90 


Paſs to my Heart whole Multitudes of Fears. 100 
Oh, in « Map, that I might ſee thee ſhow 
The Place where now in Danger thou doſt go! 


Whilſt we diſcourſe, ta travel with our Eye 

Romania, Tuſcan, and fair Lombardy ; 

Or with thy Pen exactly to ſet down 2 r05 
The Model of that Temple, or that Town; 

And to relate, at large, where thou haſt been, 

The Seas, the Cities, Countries thou haſt ſeen : 
Expreſſing in a Figure, by thy Hand, | 

How Naples lies, how Florence fair doth ſtand; 110 
Or as the Greciar's Finger dipp'd in Wine, 

Drawing a River in a little Li | 

And with a Drop a Gulf to figure out, 

To model Venice moted round about; | 
Then adding more, to counterfeit a Sea, 118 
And draw the Front of ſtately Genoa. 


— 
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Theſe from thy Lips were like harmonious Tones, 
Which now do ſound like Mandrakes dreadful Groans. 
Some travel hence t'inrich their Minds with Skill, 
Leave here their Good and bring home others III; 120 
Which ſeem to like all Countries but their own, 
Affecting moſt, where they the leaſt are known; 
Their Leg, their Thigh, their Back, their Neck, their 
As they had been in ſeveral Countries bred ; [ Head, 
In their Attire, their Geſture, and their Gate, 125 
Found in each one, in all Italianate; 
So well in all Deformity in Faſhion, 
Borrowing a Limb of ev'ry ſev'ral Nation; 
And nothing more than England hold in Scorn, 
So live as 8 whereas they were born ; 130 
But thy Retutn in this I do not read, 
Thou art a perſe& Gentleman indeed; 
O God forbid that Howard's noble Line, 
. N Fane Bond ſo far decline. | 
u rain, whereof yourſelf are chief, I 

Only to me participate their Grief : 1 
To Loch their Humours, I do lend them Ears, 
* 4 Poet, _ 1— Verſes 1 I 

ill chy Return, ope only live ; 
Yet had they all, they all — give: 
The World and they, ſo ill according be, 
That Wealth and Poets never can agree. 
Few live in Court that of their Good have Care, 
The Muſes Friends are ev'ry where ſo rare. 
Some — thy Worth, that it did never know, 145 
Only 


uſe the better Sort do ſo; 
| Whoſe Judgment never further doth extend, 
Than it doth pleaſe the Greateſt to commend ; 4 
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So great an Ill upon Deſert doth chance, 

When it doth paſs by beaſtly Ignorance. 150 

M hy art thou flack, whilſt no Man puts his Hand = 

To raiſe the Mount where Surrey's Towers muſt ſtand ? 

Or who the Ground-fil of that Work doth lay, 

Whilft, like a Wand'rer, thou abroad do'ſt ſtray, 

Clipt in the Arms of ſome laſcivious Dame, 155 

| When thou ſhould'ft rear an Lion to thy Name; 

When ſhall the Mules by fair N5rwich dwell, 

To be the City of the learned Well ? 

Or Phebas Altars there with Incenſe heap'd, 

As once in Cyrrba or in Thebe kept? 169 
| M 5 Or 


— 
ä n 


— 


Ver. 152. [To raiſe the Mount where Surrey's Towers 
_ muſt flant.] | 


Alluding to the ſumptuous Houſe which was afterward 
builded by him upon Leenard's Hill, right againſt Nor- 
wich; which, in the Rebellion of Norfol& under Ker, 
in King Edward VI's Time, was much defaced by that 
impure Rabble. Betwixt the Hill and the City, as 
Alexander Newil deſcribes it, the River of Yarmouth runs, 
having Weſt and South thereof a Wood, and a little 
Village called Thorp, and on the North, the Paſtures of 
Mouſball, which contain about fix Miles in Length and 
Breadth. So that befides the ſtately Greatneſs of Mount 
Surrey, which was the Houſe's Name, the Proſpect and 
Sight thereof was paſſing pleaſant and commodious; and 
no where elſe did that increaſing Evil of the Norfo/t 
Fury enkennel itſelf then, but there, as it were for a 
manifeſt Token of their Intent, to debaſe all high 


Things, and to profane all holy. 
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Or when ſhall that fair Hoof-plow'd Spring diſtil 
From great Monnt Surrey, out of Leonard's Hill? 
Till thou return, the Court I will exchange 

For ſome poor Cottage, or ſome Country Grange, 
Where to our Diſtaves, as we fit and pin, 165 
My Maid and I will tell what Things have been, 
Our Lutes unftrung ſhall hang upon the Wall, 

Our Leffons ſerve to wrap our Tow withal, 

And paſs the Night, while Winter Tales we tell, 

Of many Things, that long ago beſel; 170 
Or tune fuch homely Carrols as were ſung 

In Courtly Sport, when we ourſelves were young, 

In prett Riddles to bewray our Loves, 

In — purpoſe, or in drawing Gloves. 

The Nobleſt Spirits, to Virtue moſt inclin'd, 175 
Theſe here in — 1 Want do find; 

Others there be, on which we ſeed our Eye, 
Like Arras- or ſuch like Imagery * 


Many 


n 3 


Ver. 178. [Like 4rras-work, or fuch like Imagery. 
Such was he whom Fuveral taxeth in this Manner: 


eco fimlims Herme 
Nullo quippe alto vincis diſcrimine, quam quod 
Iii marmoreum cuput et, tua vivit Imago. 


Seeming to be born ſor nothing elſe but Apparel, and 
the outward Appearance, iaticlefl Complement : With 
whom, che ridiculous Fable of the Ape in £/op _ 
| Y5 
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Many of us defire Queen Karb'rine's State, 


But very few her Vertues imitate. 
Then, as Le Wife, write I to thee, 
Make no Reply, but come thyſelf to me. 


Lady 


„ 


fitly ; who coming into a Carver's Houſe, and viewing 
many Marble Works, took up the Head of a Man, ve- 
ry cunningly wrought : who greatly, in praiſing, did 
| feem to pity it, that having io comely an Outſide, it 
nad nothing within: Like empty Figures, walk and 
talk in every Place; at whom the noble Geraldine Mo- 
deſtly glanceth. 


44666644440 4446440440 


Lady JANE GR AT 


1 O | 
Lord GILFORD DUDLEY. 


AND 


Lord GILFORD DUDLEY 
T © 
Lady JAN E GR AT. 


> - - — — 
— ͤ— ß... N—ů ů — V . p » » » » —— 3 — 
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"TO WE 


VirxkTuous LADY 


THE 


Lady Frances Goodere, 


WIFE TO 


Sir Henry Goodere, K. 


acious and good Miſtreſs, the 
Duty 1 bare unto your Fa- 
now, after his Deceaſe, is 
to whom, oy the Bleſſing of 
bis Virtues. Who bequeath- 

bis 


were , gave you whatſover 
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Good ts mine, as devoted to his, be being gone, 

whom 1 honoured ſo much whilſt be lived; 

which you may juſily challenge by all Laos of 
Thankfulneſs. 7 ſelf having been a Witneſs of 
excellent Education, and miid Diſpoſition, as 
T may ſay, ever from your Cradle, dedicate this 
. Epiſtle of this virtuous and godly Lady 10 your 
ſelf, fo lite ber in all Perfection, both of Wiſdom 
and Learning, which I pray you to accept, till 
Time ſhall enable me to leave you ſome greatar 


Monument of my Love. 


Mick DraAyY TON. 
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Lady JANE GRAY 


Lord GILFORD DUDLEY. 


ROS Rn 6 - " © FREY . 
K 


— 


The ARGUMENT. 
Her the Death of that virtuous Prince K 
the Son of that famous King Henry VIII 
— of Henry Gray, Duke 
of John Dudley, Dake 9 


armed Qu land, 
Git d Dudley, 2 7 n Ee 
— which 4 


of Northumberland ; 
to bring the Crows unte their Children, 4 * 75 


the Pranceſs Mary, eldeſt Daughter to me H 
Heir to ward ber Brother. 
rifing in Aras to claim ber rightful oh rOWwn, gre Mary 


1 bf Jane Gray, and the Lord Gilford ber Husband, 


being lodged in the Tower for therr greater Safety, _ 
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Place being Inftly their Palace, by this Mears became 
therr Priſes M dere being ſevered in ſundry Priſons, 
they write theſe Epiſtles one to the other. 


INE own dear Lord, ſince thou art lock'd from me, 
In this Diſguiſe my Love muſt fteal to thee, 

Since to renew all Love, all Kindneſs paſt, 

This Refuge ſcarcely left, yet this the laſt. 

My Keeper coming, I of thee enquire, | 3 
Who with thy Greeting, anſwers my Deſire; 

Which my Tongue, willing to return again, 

Grief ſtops my Words, and I but ſtrive in vain ; 

Where-with amaz'd, away in haſte he | 

When thro' my Lips, my Heart thruſts forth my Woes ; 

But then the Doors that make a doleful Sound, 11 
Drive back my Words, that in the Noiſe are drown'd ; 

Which ſomewhat buſh'd, the Eccho doth record, 

And twice or thrice reiterates my Word, 

When like an adverſe Wind in Ii? Courſe, 15 

Againſt the Tide bending his boiſtrous Force; 

But when the Flood hath wrought itſelf about, 

He following on, doth headlong thruſt it out : 

Thus ftrive my Sighs, with Tears cer i 

And breaking out, again Sighs drive them in. 20 

A thouſand Forms preſent my troubled Thought, 

Yet prove abortive er forth are brought, 

The of Woe, with Words we hardly ſound, 

Sorrow is ſo inſenſibly profound. | 

As Tears do fall and riſe, Sighs come and go, 23 

So do theſe Numbers Ebb, ſo do they flow. 

Theſe briny Tears 4o make my Ink look pale, 

My Ink, Cloaths, Tears, in this ſad mourning vail, 


The 


1 
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The — Mourners, weep wick my dim Eye, 
The Paper pale, griev'd at my Miſery. 30 
Vet mi Ibrable ourſelves why ſhould we deem? 

Since none are ſo, but in their own E 
Who in Diftreſs fro n Reſolution flies, 
Is rightly ſaid to yield to Miſeries. 
They which begot us, did beget this Sin, 35 
They firſt begun, what did our Grief begin ; 

We taſted not, *twas they which did rebel, 

Not our Offence, but in their Fall we fell ; 

They which a Crown would to my Lord have link'd, 
All Hope of Life, and Liberty extinct; 40 
A Subjet born, a Sovereign to have been, | 
Hath made me now, nor Subject, nor a Queen. 

Ah vile Ambition! how doſt thou deceive us, 

Which ſhew'ſt us Heaven, and in Hell — 
Seldom untouch'd doth Innocence 45 
When Error cometh in Counſel's —_ ER 
A lawful Title counter- s proud Migh 

The weakeſt Things become come ſong Prog — Right; 
Then, my dear Lone. iction grieve us, 

Vet let our ſpotleſs Am 7 relieve us. 50 
Death but an ated Paſſion doth a 
Where Truth gives Courage, and the Heart is clear, 
And let thy Comſort thus conſiſt in mine, 

That I bear Part of whatſoe er is thine; 


2 


As 
ver. 35 [They which begot us, did beget this Cin. 
Shewing the Ambition of the two Dukes their Fa 


thers, whoſe Pride was the Cauſe of the utter Over 
throw of their Children, 
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As when we liv'd untouch'd with theſe Diſgraces, 
And all our Kingdom was our ſweet Embraces. 
Ar Durbam Palace, where ſweet Hymcr lang, 
W hoſe Buildings with our Nuptial Muſick rang; 
When Protbalamions prais'd that happy Day, 
Wherein great Dudley match'd with noble Gray 
When they devis'd to link by Wedlock's — 
The Houle of Sffolł to Northumberland; 
Our fatal Dukedom to your Dukedom bound, 
To frame this Building on ſo weak a Ground. 
For what _ a $ Uſurpation? 
Sar - Sceptre, but nor rules a Nation, 
Surfeit a vain Opinion ; 
What gives Content, gives what exceeds Dominion, 
rſt my Ears were pierced with the Fame 


AJ, ——_— __ Name, 


A 


mw 


— 


Ver. 5). LA. Durham Palace where ſweet Hymen ſang.] 


The Lord Gz/ford Dudley, fourth Son to Jobs Dudley, 
Duke of Northumberland, med the Lady Fane Gray, 
| 1 2 in 


Ver. When fir Ears were pierced with the Fame, 
%.[ Of Of Tale proclaimed by a Þronceſ Name.] 


Preſently upon the Death of King os, the Lady 

ane was rn as Queen, 8 Water to — 

ower of London for her Safety, and a -M proclaimed in 
divers Places in the Realm; as fo ordained by King Ee. 
ward's Letters Patents, and his Will. | 


f 
- 
2 
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A ſudden Fright my trembling Heart appals, 

The Fear of Conſcience entreth Iron Walls. 

Thrice happy for our Fathers had it been, 

If what we fear'd, they wiſely had foreſeen, 

And kept a mean Gate in an humble Path, 75 
To have eſcap'd the Heav'n's impetuous Wrath. 

The true-bred Eagle ſtrongly ſtems the Wind, 

And not each Bird reſembling their brave Kind; 

He, like a King, doth from the Clouds command 

The fearful Fowl, that moves but near the Land. 80 
Tho? Mary be from mighty Kings deſcended, 
My Blood not from Plantaginet pretended ; 

My Grandfire, Brandon, Tid our Houſe advance, 

By princely Mary, Dowager of France ; 

The Fruit of that fair Stock, which did combine, 85 
And York's ſweet Branch with Lancaſter's entwine. 
And in one Stalk did happily unite, 

The pure Vermilian Roſe, and purer White; 

I, the untimely Slip of that rich Stem, 

Whoſe Golden Bud brings forth a Diadem. 90 
But oh, forgive me, Lord, it is not I; — 
Nor do I boaſt of this, but learn to die. | | 
Whilſt 
Ver. 83. [My Grandſire, Brandon, did our Houſe advance 

By princely Mary, Dowager of France.] | 
Henry Gray, Duke of Suffolk, married Frances, the 
Eldeſt Daughter of Charles Brandon, Duke of Suffolk, 
by the French Queen; by which Frances he had this 
Lady Fane : This Mary the French Queen, was Daughter 
to Henry VII. by Elizabeth his Queen, which happy 
— conjoin'd the two noble Families of Lancaſter 
ork. 
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Whilſt we were as ourſelves conjoyned, then 

Nature to Nature, now an Alien. 

To gain a Kingdom, who ſpares their next Blood? 95 
Nearneſs contemn'd, if od withſtood ; 

A Diadem, once dazleing the Eye, 

The Day's too dark to ſee Aﬀinity; 

And where the Arm is ftretch'd to reach a Crown, 
Friendſhip 1s broke, the deareſt Things thrown down. 100 
For what great Henry moſt ſtrove t'avoid, 

TheHeav'ns have built, whereEarth would have deſtroy'd, 
And ſeating Edward on his Regal Throne, 

He pives to Mary, all that was his own, 

But Death aſſuring what my Liſe is theirs, 105 
The lawſul Claim of Henry's lawful Heirs. 

By mortal Laws, the Bond may be divorc'd, 

But Heav'n's Decree, by no Means can be ſorc'd, 

They rule the Caſe, when Men have all decreed, 


Who took him hence, forelaw who ſhould ſucceed ; 110 


For we in vain rely on human Laus, 

When Heav'n ftands forth to plead the righteous Cauſe ; 
Thus rule the Skies in their continual Courſe, 

That yields to Fate, which will not yield to Force. 


Man's Wit dorh build for Time but to devour, 115 


Virtue is free from Time and Fortune's Power. 
| Then 


Ver. 101. [ For what great Henry moft trove ty avord.] 
Noting the Diſtruſt that King Henry VIII. ever had in 
the Princeſs Mary his Daughter, fearing ſhe ſhould alter 
the State of Religion in the Land, by matching with a 
Stranger; confeſſing the Right that King Henry's Iflue 
had to the Crown. | 
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Then, my kind Lord, ſweet Gzford be not griev'd, 
The Soul is Heavenly, and from Heaven reliev'd; | 
And as we once have plighted Troth together, 

Now let us make Exchange of Minds to either; 126 
To thy fair Breaſt rake my refolved Mind, 

Arm'd againſt black Diſpair, and all her Kind, 

Into my Boſome breath that Soul of thine, 

There to be made as perſect as is mine; | 
So ſhall our Faith moſt firmly be approved, 120 
And I of thee, as thou of me be loved. 

This Life no Life, wert thou not dear to me, 

This Death, no Death, were I not Woe for thee. 

Thou my dear Husband, and my Lord before, 

But truly learn to die, thou ſhalt be more. 130 
Now live by Prayer, on Heaven fix all thy Thoughr, 
And ſurely find, what &'er by Zeal is ſought ; 

For each Motion that the Soul awakes, 

A heavenly Figure ſees, from whence it takes 

That ſweet Reſemblance, which by Power of kind, 135 
Forms, like itſelf, an Image in the Mind, 

And in our Faith the Operations be, 

Of that Divineneſs which thro' that we ſee 

Which never errs, but accidentally, 

By our frail Fleſh's Imbicillity ; 140 
By each Temptation over- apt to ſlide, 

Except our Spirit becomes our Body's Guide; 

For as theſe Towers our Bodies do incloſe, 

So our Souls Priſons, verily are thoſe; 

Our Bodies, ſtopping the cœleſtial Light, 145 
As theſe do hinder our exterior Sight ; | 
Whereon Death ſeizing doth diſcharge the Debt, 

And us at bleſſed Liberty doth ſer. 
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Then draw thy Forces all up to thy Heart, 

The ſtrongeſt Fortreſs of this earthly Part, 

And on theſe three let thy Aſſurance ly, 

On Faith, Repentance, and Humility ; 

By which to Heaven aſcending by Degrees, 

Perſiſt in Prayer upon your bended Knees ; 

Whereon, if you affuredly be ſtaid, 155 

You need in Peril not to be diſmay'd, 

Which ſtill ſhall keep you that you ſhall not fall, 

For any Peril that can you appal ; 

The Key of Heaven thus with you, you ſhall bear, 

And grace you Guiding, get you Entrance there, 169 

And if you theſe cœleſtial Joys poſſeſs, 

Which mortal Tongues unable to expreſs, | 

Then thank the Heaven, preparing us this Room, 

Crowning our Heads with glorious Martyrdom, 

Before the black and diſmal Days begin, 165 

The Days of Idolatry and Sin, 

Not ſuffering us to ſee that wicked Age, 

When Perſecution vehemently ſhall rage, 

When Tyranny new Torture ſhall invent, 

Inflicting Vengeance on the Innocent. 170 

Yer Heaven forbids, that Marys Womb ſhall bring, 

England's fair Scepter to a foreign King; 

But unto fair E/:2abetb ſhall leave it, 

Which broken, hurt, and wounded ſhall receive it ; 
| | And 

Ver. 173. [But unto fair Elizabeth ball leave it.] 

A Prophecy of Queen Mary's Barrenneſs, and of the 
happy and glorious Reign of Queen Elizabeth, her re- 
ſtoring of Religion, the aboliſhing of the Romiſh Servi- 
tude, and caſting aſide the Y oke of Spa. 
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And on her Temple ha plac'd the Crown, 175 
Root out the Deep ler hath ſown ; 
And Aula, Wal reſtore, 


189 
A 1 exti 
And caſt afide t hea Yoke of Spare. 
Farewel ſweet Gz/ford, ow our End is near, 
Heaven is our Home, we are but 8 here. 
Let us make haſte to go unto the bl 185 


Who from theſe weary worldly Labours reſt : 
And with theſe Lines, my deareſt Lord, I greet thee, 
Until in Heaven thy 222 188 


N "Land 


N 
1 
1 
| 
| 
1 
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Al det A 
Lord GILFORD DUDLEY 
1 © 8 
S the Swan ſinging at his dying Hour, 
So 1 — Gre, 2 he 4 Tour : 

could there be that Power in my Verſe, 

T'expreſs the Grief which my ſad Heart doth pierce ; 


The Walls that ſtraitly thee incloſe, 5 
Would ſurely weep at reading of my Woes. 


Let your Eyes lend, I'll pay you + 


And give you Intereſt, if you do forWr, 

Drop for a Drop, and if you'll needs have Lone, 

I will repay you frankly two for one. 10 
Perhaps, you'll think, your Sorrows to appeaſe, 

That Words of Comfort fitter were than theſe - 

True, and in you when ſuch Perſect ion liveth, 

As in moſt Grief me now moſt Comfort gi veth. 

But think not, Fare, that cowardly I faint, 15 
To beg Man's Mercy by my fad Complaint ; 
That Death fo much my Ong can controul, 
At the Departing of my living Soul: 

For if one Life a thouſand Lives could be, 

All thoſe too ſew to conſummate with thee, 8 — 
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When thou this Croſs ſo patiently doſt bear, 
As if thou wert incapable of Fear ; | 
And doſt no more this Diſſolution fly, _ 
Than if long Age conſtrained thee to die : 
Jet it is ſtrange, thou art become my Foe, 25 
And only now add moſt unto my Woe ; 
Not that I loath what moſt did me delight, 

But that ſo long depriv'd I'm of thy Sight : 

For when I ſpeak, complaining of my W rong, 
Straightways thy Name poſſeſſeth all my Tongue. 30 
As thou betore me evermore didſt lie, 

The preſent Object to my longing Eye. 

No ominous Star did at thy Birth-tide ſhine, 

That might of thy fad Deſtiny divine ; 7 
*Tis only I that did thy Fall perſuade, = 
And thou by me a Sacrihce art made ; 
As in thoſe Countries, where the loving Wives 
With their kind Husbands end their happy Lives; 
And crown'd with Garlands in their Bride's Attire, 
Burn with his Body in the Fun'ral Fire; 


And ſhe the worthieſt reck'ned is of all, * 
Whom leaſt the Peril ſeemeth to appal. 
I boatt not of Nortbumberland's great Name, 
Nor of Ket conquer'd, adding to our Fame, 
| N 2 EEE ; * 


1 


r 


Ver. 44. [ Hor of Ket conquer'd, adding to our Fame. 
Fokn Duke of Nurtlamberland, when beſore he was 
Earl of #arwck, in his Expedition againſt Ker, Over- 


threw the Rebels of No and Suffolk, encamp'd at 
Mount-Surrcy in Norfolk, * 2 * 
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When he to Norfolk with his Armies ſped, 45 

And thence in Chains the Rebels Capti ve led, 
And brought ſaſe Peace returning to our 

Yet ſpread his Glory on the Eaſtern Shores. 

Nor of my Brothers, from whoſe natural Grace 
Vartue may ſpring to beautify our Race. 

Nor of Gray's Match, my Children born by thee, 

Of thy great Blood undoubtedly to be ; 

But of thy Virtue only do I boaſt, 

\ Fat wherein I may juſtly glory moſt , 
I cray'd no Kingdoms, tho? I thee did crave, 58 

It me ſuffic'd thy only ſelf to have: 

Yet let me ſay, however it beſel, | 

Methinks a Crown ſhould have become thee well; 5 


2 


Ver. 49. [ Nor of my Brothers, from whoſe natural Grace.] 


Gilſerd Dudley, as remembring in this Place the Toward- 
neſs of his Brothers, which were all likely, indeed, to 
have raiſed that Houſe of the Dadleys, of which he was a 
fourth Brother, if not ſuppreſſed by their Father's Over- 
throw. 


Ver. $1. [Nor of Gray's Match, my Children born by thee.] 


| Noting in this Place, the Alliance of the Lady Fane 
Gray, bees Mother, which was Frances, the Dd 
of Carles Brandon, by Mary the French Queen, Daughter 
to Hesry VII. and Sitter to Henry VIII. 


- 
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For ſure th Wiſdom merited, or none, ; 
To have 3 heard with Wonder from a Throne; 60 


When from thy Lips the Counſel to each Deed, 
Doth as from ſome wiſe Oracle proceed. 


And more eſteem'd 0 Virtues were to me, 


Than all that elſe might ever come by thee ; 
So chaſte thy Love, ſo innocent thy Lift 65 
As being a Virgin when thou waſt a Wife; 
So great a Gift the Heav'n on me beſtow'd, 
As giving that, it nothing could have ow'd. 
Such was the Good I did poſſeſs of late, 
E*er worldly Care diſturb'd our quiet State, 70 
E'er Trouble did in ev ry Place abound, 

And War our former Peace did wound; 

But to know this, Ambition us affords, 

One Crown is guarded with a thouſand Swords; 
To mean Eſtates, mean Sorrows are but ſhown, 55 
But Crowns have Cares, whoſe Workings be unknown. 


—_ 


hy — 


11. — 


Ver. 60. [To have been beard with Wonder from a Throne.) 


Seldom hath it ever been known of any Woman en- 
dued with ſuch wonderful Gifts, as was this Lady, both 
for her Wiſdom and Learning, of whoſe Skill in the 
'Tongues one reporteth by this Epigram. | 


Miraris Janam Graio Sermone ualere, 
Qs primum Nata / Tempore Graia fuit. 
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When Dudley led his Army to the Eaſt, 
Of our whole Forces gen' rally poſſeſt, 

What then was thought his Enterpriſe could let, | 

Whom a grave Council freely did abet, 80 

That had the Judgment of the pow'rful Laws 

In ev'ry Point to juſtify the Cauſe ? 

The Holy Church a helping Hand that Jaid, | 

Who would have thought that theſe could not have ſway'd? 

But what, alas! can Parliaments avail, - 85 

Where Mary's Right muſt Edward's Acts repeal ? 
| When 


— — I — * 2 * 


Ver. 77. [When Dudley led bis Army to the Taff. 


The Duke of Northumberland prepared his Power af 
London for his Expedition againſt the Rebels in NE, 
and making haſte away, appointed the reſt of his Forces 
to-meet him at Newmarket Heath : Of whom this Saying 
is reported; that paſſing thro? Sboreditch, the Lord Gray 
in his Company, ſeeing the Peqple in great Number: 
came to ſee him, he ſaid, the People preſs to fee us, but 
none bid God ſpeed us. | 


Ver. 80. [Wow a grave Council freely did alot. 


Febr Dudley, Duke of Nortbumber] 1d, when he u ent 
out againſt Queen Mary, had his CommiFon ſealed for 
the Generalſhip of the Army, by the Conſent of the whole 
Council of the Land; inſomuch, that paſting thro? the 
Council Chamber at his Departure, the Earl of Arundel 
wiſhed that he might have gone with him in that Expe- 

dition, and to ſpend his Blood in the Quarrel. 
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Nortbumberland dnth leave Northumberland. 

And they that ſhould our Greatneſs undergo, 

Us and our Actions only overthrow 
E'er Greatneſs gain'd, we give it all our Heart, 
But being once come, we wiſh it would depart, 
And indiſcreetly follow that ſo faſt, 

Which, overtaken, puniſneth our Haſte. 

If any one do pity our Offence, 

Let him be ſure — he be far from hence: 

Here is no Place for any one that ſhall 

So much as once commiſerate our Fall; 

And we of Mercy vainly ſhould but think, | 
Our timeleſs Tears th'inſatiate Earth doth drink. 
All Lamentations utterly forlorn, 

Dying before they fully can be born. 
Mothers that ſhould their woful Children rue, 
Fathers in Death, ſo kindly bid adieu, 

Friends their dear Farewel lovingly do iake, 
The faithful Servant weeping for our fake : 
Brothers and Siſters waiting on our Bier, 
Mourners to tell what we were living here; 


— — 
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When Sufo/t's Pow'r doth Suffolk's Hopes withſtand, 


90 


93 


oo 


Ver. 87. [When Suffolk”; Power dot> Sufſolk's Hopes 


withtand, 


Northumberland doth Jeave Northumberland.) 

The Sf Men were the frit that ever reſorted to 
Queen Mary in her Diſtreſs, repairing to her Succour 
whilſt ſhe remained both at *Keningal, and at Ferming bam 
Caſtle, ftill increafing her Aids, until the Duke of Nor- 


thumberland was leſt forſaken at Cambridge. 


* 


272 Englandꝰs Hereical Epiſtles. 


But we, alas! ived are of all, 
So fatal is our miſerable Fall, 
And where at firſt for Safety we were ſhut, 
Now in dark Priſon wofully are put; 

And from the Height of our ambitious State, 


Lye to repent our too late. 
To thy Perſuaſion 


thus I then rely, 
Hold on thy Courſe, reſol ved ſtill to dye; 
And when we ſhall ſo happily be 


And with that Health, I thee regreet again, 
Which I of late did gladly entertain, 


Leave it to Heav'n to give in., 
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